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INTRODUCTION 

MY  war  book,  "  The  Soldier's  Cry,"  was 
published  owing  to  the  oft-repeated  requests 
of  the  officers  and  men  in  my  Division  of  the 
Royal  Field  Artillery,  as  a  memento  of  remark 
able  and  thrilling  days  together. 

A  similar  desire  repeatedly  expressed  by 
many  in  Cadder  Parish  and  elsewhere  who  have 
either  heard  or  read  the  matter  contained  in 
"  Sunlit  Hopes,"  prompted  the  author  to  give 
it  a  wider  publication.  The  book  lays  claim 
to  neither  extreme  orthodoxy  nor  brilliant 
originality ;  but  it  does  express  the  thoughts 
and  workings  of  the  writer's  mind  in  his  own 
particular  way  with  as  little  theological  dialect  as 
possible. 

A  parish  six  miles  by  five  in  close  proximity 
to  Glasgow,  the  second  city  of  the  British  empire, 
does  not  give  much  time  for  the  perfected  literary 
expression  of  an  author's  aspirations  and  desires  ; 
but  nowadays  men  do  things  and  make  no 
apologies,  and  perhaps  it  is  the  ingenuous  way. 

The  Manse  of  Cadder, 
near  Glasgow. 
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I 

The  Scent  of  the  Roses 


In  the  place  where  He  was  crucified  there  was  a  garden, 
and  in   the  garden   a   new   sepulchre     .     .     .     there   laid 

they  Jesus. 

ST.  JOHN'S  GOSPEL. 

You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase  if  you  will, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it  still. 

THOMAS  MOORE'S  FAREWELL. 


The  Scent  of  the  Roses 

IT  is  a  long,  long  time  ago  since  they  laid  Him  in  that 
grave  among  the  flowers,  but  Life  never  changes  and 
Death  is  just  the  same. 

The  authorities  found  Him  guilty  of  excess  of 
love  ;  then  hatred  and  malice  did  the  rest.  They 
meted  out  a  punishment  horrible  and  indescribable 
till  His  soul  was  wracked  with  sorrow,  and  there 
came  from  pallid  lips  and  heart  in  anguish  an 
exceeding  bitter  cry  of  loneliness,  "  My  God ! 
why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me  ? "  But  He  was  not 
deserted  by  either  God  or  man,  and  when  His  agony 
of  mind  produced  a  rupture  or  breaking  of  the  heart, 
and  the  sigh,  "  It  is  finished  "  was  uttered,  and  the 
Supreme  Sacrifice  was  complete,  love  was  swelling 
up  afresh  in  the  hearts  of  men  and  women  ;  and 
two  men — lovers  in  secret — got  possession  of  His 
mangled  body  and  swathed  it  gently  in  linen 
clothes.  Joseph  of  Arimathaea  had  a  garden,  and  in 
his  garden  a  new  tomb  was  hewn  out  of  a  rock,  and 
he  gave  it  up  to  Jesus.  These  two — Joseph  and 
Nicodemus — covered  that  sacred  body  with  dis 
tillations  of  sweet-scented  myrrh  and  aloes,  and 
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laid  Him  to  rest  in  a  grave  among  the  roses.  It 
was  so  strange  that,  in  full  vigour  of  a  beautiful 
manhood  in  the  glow  of  life's  summer,  with  no  trace 
or  prophecy  of  autumn's  withering  decay,  His 
perfect  life  should  be  cut  down  by  the  reaper, 
Death. 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne  says  in  "  Mosses "  that 
there  is  a  strange  half-acknowledged  melancholy,  a 
sweet  and  sad  foreboding  in  early  summer  when  we 
stand  in  the  perfected  vigour  of  our  life  and  feel 
that  "  Time  has  now  given  us  all  his  flowers,  and  that 
the  next  work  of  his  never  idle  fingers  must  be  to 
steal  them  one  by  one  away."  Time  did  not  pluck 
them  from  Jesus  one  by  one,  but  struck  them  down 
all  at  once  by  the  blast  of  death. 

I.  In  the  labyrinth  of  human  life  there  is 
always  a  Garden. 

It  is  not  always  cultivated,  nor  planted,  nor 
covered  with  flowers,  nor  tenanted  with  roses. 
Still  it  is  there,  and  it  should  be  the  glory  of  young 
hands  to  cultivate  and  plant  it  and  bring  forward 
its  growth  to  perfection.  What  marvellous  possi 
bilities  there  are  in  every  life,  young  and  old,  rich 
and  poor,  to  fill  it  with  beautiful  graces  and  flowers. 
To  form  the  sunny  slope  and  mark  the  path  of  beauty ; 
to  plant  enthusiasm  for  good,  courage  to  do  the 
right,  ivy  of  trust  in  God,  and  lily  of  a  blameless 
youth,  are  both  promise  and  prophecy  that  the 
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garden  of  life  will  be  redolent  with  the  fragrance  of 
true  happiness. 

Maeterlinck  says  in  the  "  Blue  Bird  "  that  most 
people  find  along  the  years  that  happiness  is  the 
reward  of  the  virtues  of  goodness  and  usefulness. 
There  is  no  doubt  of  it.  Weeds  in  abundance  grow, 
and  formations  of  destruction  appear  without  an 
effort,  but  we  shall  never  find  the  roses  and  the  lilies 
and  the  pansies  unless  useful  hours  and  dutiful  days 
are  spent  in  their  planting.  Weeds  and  maladies 
are  everywhere  in  the  garden  of  life,  sown  for  many 
generations  by  hands  unknown,  but  they  can  be 
crushed  and  eradicated  by  the  energy  of  goodness 
and  duty.  Blighted  old  age  can  never  mark  a  .life 
where  the  malady  of  evil  is  shattered  and  killed 
in  the  early  days. 

Italy  was  being  choked  by  vice  and  apostasy; 
then  young  Savonarola,  who  had  mastered  himself, 
arose  and  thundered  out  against  her  corruptions. 
Darkness  and  misery  had  settled  down  on  the 
benighted  souls  of  the  Coral  Islanders,  when  young 
Coleridge  Patteson  crossed  the  blue  sea  with  the 
gospel  of  love  and  the  symbol  of  peace.  Scotland 
was  darkening  with  superstition,  bigotry  and 
indulgences ;  then  Gavin  Hamilton  and  George 
Wishart  arose  and  gave  their  young  blood  and  life 
to  gain  religious  liberty  and  an  open  Bible.  Accept 
ance  of,  and  adherence  to,  the  choice  of  what  is 
noble  dutiful  and  good  in  the  garden  of  life,  will 

15 


Sunlit  Hopes 

sweep  away  all  withered  leaves  and  brighten  it  with 
rays  of  sunshine  when  November  darkens  and  the 
skies  are  grey. 

II.     In   the   windings   of   human  life  there  is 
always  a  Cross. 

Calvary  was  in  the  garden,  and  there  they  raised 
His  Cross,  and  from  that  day  to  this  it  is  held  at 
once  the  most  sacred  and  the  most  tragic  in  all  the 
earth.  He  had  to  shoulder  His  own  Cross  and, 
through  utter  exhaustion,  fell  under  the  burden, 
beside  the  city  gate,  but  they  forced  Simon  of 
Cyrene  to  carry  it  into  the  Garden,  where  He  gave 
up  His  life  to  suffering  and  death.  We  dislike  to 
see  a  cross  enter  our  garden,  because  it  means  hard 
ship  and  suffering,  and  sacrifice,  but  these  experiences 
come  into  human  life  no  matter  what  men  may  do. 
It  is  appalling  to  see  a  cross  arise  amid  the  flowers 
and  the  sunshine  and  the  gladness  when  fame  is 
almost  won  and  fortune  has  been  reached  and  the 
home  is  strewn  with  roses.  It  is  an  exasperating 
experience,  but  it  is  the  way  of  life's  windings,  and 
however  we  may  snarl  and  groan  and  swear,  we 
cannot  get  past  it,  we  cannot  go  round  it,  and  we 
cannot  escape  it,  so  we  must  either  carry  it  till  it 
works  its  healing  in  the  heart  or  goads  us  to 
desperation. 

The  best  dramatists  and  poets  and  novelists  and 
preachers  write  of  it,  and  they  and  all  philosophers 
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say  that  men  are  not  true  men,  nor  women  real 
women,  till  they  have  felt  the  wound-prints  of  pain, 
and  have  known  at  least  a  little  of  the  suffering  of 
the  thorn  spikes  of  Calvary. 

Mankind  cannot  attain  true  grandeur  of  character 
without  mental  or  physical  suffering  and  sacrifice, 
and  even  these  do  not  soften  the  antagonism  and 
light  with  love  the  sullen  or  unsubmissive  heart  till 
we  have  felt  the  spirit  of  Calvary  and  have  let  its 
meaning  sink  into  our  souls.  That  is  the  language 
of  the  Cross,  and  we  must  try  and  let  it  speak  to  us 
in  all  life's  experiences,  and  if  we  do  we  shall  never 
despair. 

How  many  crosses  there  are  in  human  life! 
To  one,  memory  rises  and  sighs  as  it  sees  the  Cross 
of  separation.  To  another  sin's  consequences  carry 
the  cross,  but  seldom  the  peace  of  Calvary.  To 
others  there  comes  into  the  garden  a  great  sorrow 
for  some  loved  one  who  is  lost  to  love  and  honour, 
and  goes  down  the  ladder  rung  by  rung.  But  the 
cross,  while  it  is  an  expression  of  suffering,  is  also  a 
symbol  of  victory.  The  Son  of  Man  was  lifted  on 
that  Cross  in  the  Garden  to  save  a  lost  and  suffering 
world  ;  and  all  suffering  and  sin-stained  souls  and 
lives  down  in  the  gutter  of  earth  may  look  by  faith 
on  that  Face,  and  if  they  do  they  are  saved  and 
cleansed  by  Love  Divine. 

A  drop  of  water  lay  one  day  in  the  gutter,  soiled 
stained,  polluted.  Looking  up  into  the  blue  of  the 
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sky,  it  began  to  long  and  wish  for  purity.  Its  sigh 
was  heard.  It  was  quickly  carried  up  by  the  sun's 
gentle  rays  out  of  the  foul  gutter,  then  higher  and 
higher.  At  length  the  winds  carried  it  away,  and 
it  fell  on  a  distant  mountain-top,  a  flake  of  pure 
white  beautiful  snow.  A  parable,  no  doubt,  but 
it  is  a  parable  of  healing  for  those  who  look  up  to 
the  red  sacrifice  of  the  Cross  of  Jesus. 

III.  In  the  evolution  of  human  life  there  is 
always  a  Sepulchre. 

In  the  garden  there  was  a  sepulchre.  It  is  a 
beautiful  thought  that  as  He  faced  the  agonising 
cross  of  duty  and  the  throes  of  death,  the  sweet  scent 
of  the  flowers  refreshed  His  sorrowful  spirit,  and  the 
honeysuckle  and  the  roses  trailed  around  the 
Sepulchre.  That  may  be  visualising  romance  into 
the  garden  of  sorrow ;  it  is  true,  nevertheless,  to 
Christian  hearts,  and  it  robs  the  grave  of  its  tragedy. 
There  are  really  few  who  can  resignedly  evolve  a 
grave  in  the  garden  of  life.  They  keep  it  out  of 
view  and  far  away,  and  try  to  believe  it  can  never 
enter  there.  They  do  not  want  to  meet  sorrow 
and  separation,  and  they  fear  the  dusky  wings  of 
the  angel  of  death.  It  is  not  unnatural  for  healthy 
men  and  women  to  keep  the  dark  grey  days  in  the 
background  and  fill  the  life  with  sunshine  and  song. 
Still,  in  the  evolution  of  every  human  life  death  is 
a  factor. 
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Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  North-wind's  breath, 
And  stars  to  set ; — but  all, 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death  ! 

It  is  very  obtrusive  and  cannot  be  shut  out  of 
the  garden  for  ever,  and  when  it  comes — as  come  it 
must  sometime  to  all,  even  to  those  who  would 
sullenly  expel  it  from  their  vision — it  comes  with 
an  avalanche  of  hopelessness,  and  is  apt  to  transform 
the  whole  of  the  garden  into  a  swamp  of  weeping 
willows,  and  God  never  intended  it  to  weigh  too 
heavily  on  human  spirits.  But  this  class  of  mortals 
will  see  nothing  but  the  tomb  ;  they  banish  all 
thought  of  the  joy  of  living  from  the  heart.  They 
cannot  see  that  the  flowers  of  immortal  beauty  are 
growing  and  blooming  all  around  the  sepulchre. 
The  ills  of  life  are  magnified  by  its  persistence 
and  no  glad  paean  ever  tunes  the  soul.  They 
never  see  any  of  the  hallowing  splendours  of 
the  sunset  glow  because  their  eyes  are  riveted 
on  the  tomb — a  tomb  without  the  flower  of  life 
everlasting. 

That  is  modern  paganism.  There  is  a  finer, 
holier,  truer  view  than  that.  The  atheistic,  christ- 
less  heart  buries  all  hope  and  love  in  the  grave,  and 
sees  nothing  beyond.  The  faith  of  the  Christian" 
is  far  more  beautiful,  for  it  recognises  the  sepulchre, 
but  looks  on  it  with  trust  and  memory  and 
immortality. 

19 


Sunlit  Hopes 

It  says  : 

I  have  a  tryst  to  keep  ; 
It  was  plighted  long  ago 
With  some  who  lie  asleep. 
I  neither  wail  nor  weep, 
For  He  would  not  have  it  so  ; 
And  I  have  a  tryst  to  keep. 

Reason  and  Science,  while  they  cannot  demon 
strate  the  permanence  of  life  beyond  the  tomb,  do 
not  give  any  veto  against  it.  And  the  conscious 
yearnings  of  the  best  men  and  women,  and  above 
all  the  consciousness  of  the  Christian  Faith  throb 
with  the  vitalising  instinct  that  our  beloved  and 
blessed  dead  are  in  the  keeping  of  Life  and  Love 
Immortal. 

It  is  a  frightful  thing  to  see  nothing  but  the 
grave,  where  love  and  grief  lie  bleeding,  when  there 
is  no  hope  beyond. 

There  is  a  grave  in  every  garden  of  Life,  and  Jesus 
also  had  to  enter  the  tomb.  But  there  were  flowers 
immortal  springing  everywhere,  and  the  garden 
was  all  around  it.  The  sepulchre,  where  His  body 
was  laid  was  but  a  small  part  of  the  garden.  All 
wise  men  recognise  that  the  cross  and  the  tomb  are 
there,  but  they  realise  that  it  takes  one  short  hour 
or  less  to  die,  whereas  there  are  all  the  hours  and 
days  and  years  to  live.  Death  is  like  the  bell  of 
evening  calling  the  weary  workers  home.  Life  is 
given  us  for  duty  and  work  and  trust  and  love,  and 
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it  is  our  part  to  make  our  influence,  like  scent  in  a 
garden  of  roses,  tell  on  other  lives  for  purity  and 
strength  and  hope.  They  laid  the  Son  of  Man  in 
a  tomb  among  the  flowers  of  the  garden,  and  they 
thought  that  He  and  Love  and  Life  were  dead. 
But  instead  of  death  there  arose  from  the  sepulchre 
Life  eternal,  and  an  immortal  perfume,  carrying 
life  and  hope  and  love  for  ever  to  countless  aching 
hearts.  And  when  our  day  comes  to  enter  the 
tomb,  may  our  faith  in  Him  who  burst  its  bars,  give 
the  perfect  assurance  that  there  shall  be  flowers 
immortal  in  our  garden  of  death.  Our  blessed  dead, 
too,  we  can  trust  to  Him,  to  keep  safe  in  their  place, 
till  the  morning  stars  sing  among  the  roses,  at  the 
Resurrection  Dawn.  And  so  we  can 

Leave  them  with  God  ! 

Love's  arms  are  His, 

And  'tis 

His  Love  and  Thought  in  us 

That  bids  us  dare 

To  lay  them  in  His  arms 

And  leave  them  there. 
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II 

The  Lure  of  Home 


Behold  thy  mother  !    and  from  that  hour  that  disciple 
took  her  unto  his  own  home. 

ST  JOHN'S  GOSPEL. 

From  our  own  selves  our  joys  must  flow, 
And  that  dear  hut — our  home. 

COTTON  in  THE  FIRESIDE. 


II 

The  Lure  of  Home 

THE  pathos  of  this  whole  scene  is  indescribable— 
the  suffering  Son,  with  a  son's  strong  love,  yearning 
in  the  last  agonies  of  death  over  one  that  to  Him 
was  the  dearest  on  earth.  Where  should  she  go 
when  He  had  been  laid  in  the  tomb  ?  Was  she  to  be 
a  wanderer,  forsaken  and  homeless,  because  He  had 
suffered  the  death  of  shame  ?  His  human  heart 
was  deeply  touched  with  that  sublime  grief  in 
perfect  womanhood — womanhood  embracing  ten- 
derest  and  purest  motherhood.  The  highest,  holiest 
manhood  looked  into  the  blessed  mother's  weeping 
eyes  with  love  immortal,  and  memory  carried  Him 
back  to  Nazareth  and  the  passionate  adoration  of 
her  and  Home.  How  could  He  leave  her  with  bleed 
ing  heart,  lonely  and  bereft  ?  Love  can  bind  together 
the  hearts  of  men,  and  love  knit  the  heart  of  John  to 
Jesus  in  a  love  surpassing  the  love  of  brothers.  In 
John's  heart  there  was  burning  with  a  warm  glow, 
a  son's  love  for  the  grief  stricken  mother  of  Christ. 
Jesus  saw  it  shining  in  his  eyes,  and  He  knew  that 
His  mother  was  safe  as  He  whispered  in  the  death 
agony  to  John,  whom  He  loved,  "  Behold  thy 
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mother,"  and  from  that  hour  that  disciple  took  her 
to  his  own  Home.  Life  might  hold  for  her,  grief 
care  and  sorrow ;  it  would  never  hold  for  her  a 
world  without  a  home. 

Homes  are  made  by  mothers,  and  it  is  the 
memory  of  the  mother-smile  that  draws  many  a 
wandering,  sinning,  wayward  prodigal  back  again 
to  the  old  hearth  and  home.  The  winding  ways 
of  life  are  many  and  broad  and  difficult,  but  they 
can  never  lead  the  most  reckless  son  or  daughter 
beyond  the  alluring  memory  of  a  happy  home. 
The  greatest  politicians,  the  cleverest  scientists, 
the  busiest  merchants  and  toiling  miners  and  woods 
men  in  far  distant  lands,  suddenly  at  times  hear  the 
hum  of  the  bee  and  the  song  of  the  mavis,  and  the 
cry  of  the  curlew  in  lane  and  mountain  slope  and 
flowering  dell,  and  live  again  those  scenes  and 
sounds  and  songs  of  the  old  Home  in  the  vision  of 
memory.  All  human  hearts  and  natural  beings 
are  drawn  by  the  witchery  of  Home. 

A  prophet  of  old  noticed  the  way  of  the  birds 
and  soliloquised — "  Yea,  the  turtle  and  the  crane 
and  the  swallow  observe  the  time  of  their  seasons." 
That  is  why  I  am  certain  that  my  swallows  will 
return,  in  a  few  days  or  more,  to  the  old  Manse  at 
Cadder,  where  they  built  their  nests  and  reared 
their  young  in  the  garage  roof,  and  made  their  home 
in  bygone  years.  I  knew  in  the  dark  frosty  days, 
if  these  swallows  were  alive  away  yonder  in  their 
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far-off  winter  quarters,  that  faith  or  instinct  or  love, 
would  lure  them  back,  and  spring  days  and  summer 
suns  would  see  them  circle  and  sweep  and  dip  and 
rise,  and  chirp  and  sing  and  preen  themselves  the 
livelong  day  around  the  all-enchanting  scenes  of 
their  old  familiar  home. 

There  are  two  beautiful  similes  in  Gray's 
«  Elegy  "  : 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day  ; 

The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o'er  the  lea  ; 
The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 

And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

The  herd  will  find  their  way  from  far-off  field, 
drowsy  at  times,  and  picking  a  choice  mouthful 
over  the  hedge,  browsing  slowly  and  arrested  by 
many  a  halt,  but  in  the  twilight  hour  the  herd  will 
arrive  at  the  well-known  stalls  in  their  byre  home. 
The  ploughman,  after  a  day  of  toil,  through  rain 
and  storm  and  trodden  earth  and  opened  furrows, 
knows  the  perfect  lure  of  rest  and  home.  The  day 
may  be  long  and  the  toiling  hard  and  monotonous, 
but  through  all  the  weary  windings  runs  the  uncon 
scious  call  of  eventide,  and  the  arm-chair  and  the 
peaceful  home. 

It  is  said  that  during  these  last  few  years,  women, 
especially  in  the  cities,  have  lost  the  art  or  genius  of 
home-making.  There  is  little  home  life,  and  less 
sympathy,  and  there  are  few  delightful  gatherings 
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especially  at  the  evening  meal,  and  the  charming 
confidences  of  the  family  circle  that  the  world's 
bufferings  can  never  efface. 

In  one  of  Francis  Thomson's  poems  he  describes 
the  forming  of  the  soul  of  a  child  in  heaven,  with 
its  beautiful  graces  and  gifts.  But  at  the  last  one 
thing  only  was  wanting,  and  one  place  alone  could 
bestow  it.  Earth  alone  could  give  this  one  thing 
to  perfect  the  child's  soul,  and  this  one  thing  was— 
a  tear.  Even  in  many  good  homes  there  is  much 
that  may  be  undesirable.  Mothers  even  are  not  all 
saints,  nor  are  fathers  all  perfect,  and  sons  and 
daughters  of  good  parents  can  often  develop  much 
selfishness,  thoughtlessness  and  even  vicious  and 
wicked  habits.  But  something  enters  the  home, 
which  is  the  best  place  to  develop  manhood  and 
womanhood,  and  that  is  sorrow.  The  raw  edges 
of  family  quarrels,  the  wounds  of  words  and  the 
cankers  of  selfish  doings,  can  often  be  forgotten  and 
transformed  by  sorrow  and — a  tear.  Home  is  just 
a  little  house  of  humanity,  and  members  of  the 
household  can  be  marvellously  knit  to  each  other  by 
drawn  blinds  and  a  darkened  house  and  a  tear. 

Home  at  its  worst  can  be,  and  too  often  is,  a 
picture  of  Hell,  but  at  its  best,  it  is  meant  to  be,  and 
ought  to  be,  a  likeness  of  Heaven,  and  such  a  home 
was  in  Christ's  mind  when  He  committed  His  mother 
to  the  care  and  the  home  of  the  beloved  John,  and 
from  that  hour  John  took  her  to  his  own  home. 
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There  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  vision  of  such 
a  home  will  cling  to  men's  hearts  and  subdue  their 
wrong  desires  in  the  far-off  lands  and  after  years  of 
life.  John  Oxenham  tells  us  how  the  intense 
yearning  of  the  mother-heart  draws  the  lost  girl 
back  to  home  and  forgiveness. 

The  wind  blows  shrill  along  the  hill, 

Black  is  the  night  and  cold  ; 
The  sky  hangs  low  with  its  weight  of  snow, 

And  the  drifts  are  deep  on  the  wold. 
But  what  care  I  for  wind  and  snow, 

And  what  care  I  for  the  cold, 
Oh  !     .     .     .     where  is  my  lamb,  my  one  ewe  lamb, 

That  strayed  from  the  fold  ? 
Dear  Lord  !   a  hand  at  the  frozen  pane, 

White  on  the  night's  black  cold — 
She  is  come  again,  she  is  home  again, 

My  lamb  that  strayed  from  the  fold. 

It  is  true  to  life,  for  it  reminds  us  of  the  classical 
example  of  the  lost  son  who  "  arose  and  came  to 
his  father."  It  is  a  simple  yet  powerful  truth,  this 
drawing  power,  and  binding  of  the  heart  to  the  old 
memories  of  love  and  home.  One  can  imagine  it 
all  so  vividly.  It  is  an  epitome  of  many  a  life — 
dissatisfaction  gradually  creeping  into  the  heart, 
discontent  growing  against  conventions  that  appear 
to  the  young  so  utterly  needless,  ennui  against  the 
monotonous  round  and  common  tasks  of  every-day 
life,  and  the  call  of  passion  leading,  unless  stifled  and 
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overcome,  to  ruin  and  folly  :  then  kicking  the 
traces,  freedom  from  home  restraints,  the  weakening 
of  moral  standards  and  the  temptations  of  the 
strange,  new  life.  He  tries  all  the  experiences  this 
new  land  can  hold.  Soon  there  rises  bit  by  bit  a 
discontent  far  greater  than  the  old,  a  dissatisfaction 
much  stronger  than  of  yore,  a  repugnance  against 
the  life  of  sin  and  irresponsibility  and  evil  com 
panionship  and  impure  surroundings ;  and  heart 
hunger  grows  and  sorrow  enters,  and  wounds  and 
rags  gather  round  the  soul.  But  when  extremes 
are  greatest,  memory  is  strongest,  and  while  the  soul 
is  drenched  with  self-loathing,  then  memory  pictures 
a  father's  love  and  the  reality  of  Home.  The 
instinct  of  the  swallows,  the  impulse  of  the  herd, 
and  conscience  and  reason  in  the  man,  a  something 
that  the  God  of  Nature,  ever  working  for  the 
ultimate  good,  has  placed  in  the  heart,  lures  these 
wandering  beings  back  to  "  that  dear  hut — our 
home." 

The  ideal  home  is  like  Heaven,  and  Jesus,  at  a 
time  when  the  hearts  of  the  disciples  were  full  of 
grief  at  the  thought  of  separation,  likens  home  to 
Heaven.  "  In  My  Father's  house  are  many  mansions ; 
if  it  were  not  so  I  would  have  told  you."  The 
Father  was  calling  Him  home  again  to  the  old  love, 
after  His  death  and  agony  should  all  be  over.  There 
is  deep  psychology  in  the  fact  that  home  is  where 
father,  or  mother,  or  wife,  or  child,  or  some  other 
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dear  one  dwells.  While  field  and  lane,  and  garden, 
and  house,  and  the  old  calf-country  may  attract, 
the  real  witchery  is  father  or  mother  love,  or  some 
other  great  affection  dwelling  there.  When  these 
are  all  gone,  what  is  home  ! 

It  is  an  unspeakable  deprivation  for  youth  and 
girlhood,  never  to  have  known  the  sweet  influence, 
the  dear  recollections,  and  great  allurement  of  all 
that  is  meant  by  the  picture  of  home.  God  must 
have  meant  it  to  prepare  and  call  us  to  that  perfect 
and  happy  Home  where  the  Father  dwells  and  where 
we  hope  our  loved  ones  who  have  gone  before  rest 
in  the  Father's  care. 

It  is  a  fearful  thing  to  refuse  the  call  and  miss 
the  supreme  chance  to  the  soul  of  man.  Mankind 
alone  is  made  in  God's  image,  having  godlike 
qualities  of  reason  and  thought  and  hope  and 
memory.  We  are  therefore  fitted  by  creation  in 
some  measure,  for  companionship  with  God,  and 
with  those  who  are  cleansed  in  the  Father's  Home. 
Our  Christian  faith,  however,  and  our  own  hearts 
have  taught  how  utterly  unfit  are  we,  stained  by 
the  sins  of  earth,  for  comradeship  with  God  and  the 
Purified.  And  yet  there  is  a  way  to  be  fitted  for 
returning  home.  Dark  as  our  lives  may  be  with 
sin  and  wounds  and  weariness  and  sorrow,  there  is 
a  way  through  the  call  of  Christ — "  Come  unto  Me, 
and  I  will  give  you  rest,"  and  with  Him  come 
purity  and  love  and  hope. 
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The  heart  of  God  is  in  that  call  of  the  Son — 
the  heart  that  was  pierced,  and  bled  for  His  fallen 
human  race.  That  opens  wide  the  portal,  and 
happy  shall  we  be  if  we  obey  the  alluring  invitation 
and  the  enticing  incentive,  like  mother  love,  and 
father  love — all  only  a  drop  in  the  ocean  of  Love 
Immortal,  which  lives  and  moves  and  calls  us  Home 
in  the  great  heart  of  the  Father  God. 


Ill 

The  Urgency  of  Reserve 


Take  heed  to  thyself  that  thou  offer  not  thy  burnt  offerings 
on  every  place  that  thou  seest. 

THE  BOOK  OF  DEUTERONOMY. 

This  above  all — to  thine  own  self  be  true. 

SHAKESPEARE  in  HAMLET. 


Ill 

The  Urgency  of  Reserve 

CLEMENT  OF  ROME  records  a  saying  of  Jesus  which 
is  not  reported  in  the  Gospels.  "  Keep  the  flesh 
pure,  and  preserve  the  seal  unsullied."  Whether 
these  are  the  actual  words  of  our  Lord  or  not,  they 
are  in  the  same  spirit  of  all  His  teaching  and  that 
also  of  the  apostles  and  prophets — the  spirit  of 
reservation  and  conservation  of  all  that  is  best  in 
the  life  of  body  and  soul.  In  every  generation  this 
is  important,  and  necessary,  and  it  is  just  as  urgent 
now  as  it  was  when  Moses  with  God's  voice  ringing 
in  his  ears,  and  the  vision  of  emancipation  urgent  in 
his  soul,  called  to  the  Hebrews.  He  was  too  well 
aware  of  their  serfdom,  their  captivity  and  experi 
ences,  unfitting  them  for  the  new  sensations  that 
confronted  them  beyond  the  Red  Sea  waters,  where 
the  curse  of  oppression  and  tyranny  had  not  yet 
been  mastered  by  the  glorious  sense  of  freedom. 
What  a  song  of  jubilation,  what  a  chorus  of  spiritual 
gladness  would  echo  over  there  !  But  there  were 
grave  dangers  on  the  other  side  of  the  Jordan. 
While  God's  people  had  been  in  chains  and  slavery 
in  a  foreign  country,  that  land  of  their  dreams,  of 
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their  faith  and  of  their  fathers  had  been  polluted 
and  disgraced  by  a  worship  not  sanctioned  by  the 
true  God — the  worship  of  many  idols  and  the 
sacrificing  at  many  altars.  The  Canaanites,  the 
Jebusites,  the  Hittites  and  the  Perizites  had  all 
set  up  altars  of  sacrifice.  The  influence  of  these 
people  on  a  newly  emancipated  race  would  be  almost 
overwhelming,  and  so  their  great  leader,  facing  the 
facts,  urges  them  to  take  care,  "  Take  heed  to  thyself 
that  thou  offer  not  thy  burnt  offerings  on  every 
place  that  thou  seest." 

The  sense  of  an  all  powerful  and  all-ruling  God 
had  been  greatly  dulled  by  contact  with  the  Egyptians. 
Human  nature  is  the  same  everywhere,  and  it  was 
very  difficult  for  the  Hebrews  as  it  is  difficult  still, 
to  be  in  constant  contact  with  evil  practices  and 
customs  and  never  feel  the  stain.  The  young 
especially  are  influenced  by  sense  and  sight,  more 
than  by  mentality  and  faith,  and  the  young  genera 
tion  who  grew  up  in  Egypt  had  made  friends  with 
some  of  those  who  worshipped  idols,  sacrificed  at 
the  altars  of  Ra,  Ptah,  or  Knef — gods  of  the  country 
— and  saw  no  harm  in  it ;  but  wisdom  comes  only 
by  experience  and  the  experience  of  the  forty  years' 
wandering  and  toiling  and  sinning  and  repenting, 
gave  them  a  discretionary  knowledge  of  themselves 
and  a  spiritual  sense  of  the  Eternal  Father.  They 
are  near  Jordan  now,  and  facing  Canaan  again,  the 
land  of  vision  and  song,  and  Moses  is  afraid  for  them, 
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and  lifts  his  voice  in  urgent  warning.  "  Take  heed 
to  thyself."  Altars  are  everywhere,  false  Gods  are 
placed  on  every  hillside  and  wayside,  willing  and 
ready  for  sacrifice.  Beware  ;  offer  not  thy  burnt 
offerings  on  these,  or  in  every  place  that  thou 
seest.  Restraint  is  necessary  if  you  want  to  possess 
your  souls.  That  doctrine  of  self-possession  and 
self-reserve  is  not  a  bit  more  popular  now  than  it 
was  in  the  days  of  Moses.  The  Urgency  of  Reserve 
is  preached  by  ministers  and  doctors,  but  heeded 
sometimes  too  late,  when  so  many  wade  through 
the  slush  and  dark  alleys  of  life  with  a  wail  of  ruin 
and  remorse.  "  Take  heed,"  says  Moses,  "  to  thy 
self." 

Reserve  in  matters  of  the  Heart  is  urgent. 

The  centre  springs  of  life  must  be  kept  unpolluted. 
The  seat  of  the  emotions  must  be  kept  pure  and  free 
from  the  muddy  streams  of  the  wayside  ditches. 
St.  John,  who  had  been  more  than  seventy  years 
in  the  service  and  love  of  Christ,  wrote  even  to  the 
Churches  from  the  snowy  summits  of  ninety  years 
of  age,  "  My  little  children,  guard  yourselves  from 
idols." 

Plato  used  the  word  cfSwAa  as  meaning  false, 
fleeting  images,  wilful  illusions,  and  unreal  notions. 
He  speaks  of  idols  of  the  tribe,  and  the  cave, 
and  the  market-place  and  the  school ;  and  in 
every  one  of  these  spheres,  beside  the  true  and 
permanent,  are  the  false  and  fleeting  shadows  of  the 
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mind.  From  these  false,  evil,  illusory  idols  or 
fallacies,  the  heart  must  be  reserved  and  restrained. 
We  moderns  are  far  too  apt  to  think  that  the  emotions 
we  have,  the  passions  we  possess,  and  the  feelings  of 
life  are  ours  for  the  squandering  and  dispersing  at 
every  illusory  altar  we  pass  on  our  way.  In  a  new 
book  by  H.  G.  Wells,  entitled  "  The  Secret  Places 
of  the  Heart,"  he  makes  Sir  Richmond  Hardy,  a 
clever  business  man,  exclaim  regarding  the 
squandering  of  illicit  affections  :  "  I  am  much 
swayed  by  my  affections.  .  .  .  It  just  happened  to  us." 
If  Mr.  Wells  presumes  that  a  married  man  over 
forty  has  no  grip  upon  and  no  responsibility  for,  his 
affections  and  passions,  and  lets  them  be  dispersed 
on  objects  illicit  and  destructible,  he  is  not  putting 
much  store  on  sane  and  clear  mental  judgment  and 
moral  principle.  But  that  is  perhaps  the  reason  the 
"  Sir  Richmond's"  sacrifice  the  best  and  most  sacred 
things  of  life  on  altars  of  illusive  happiness.  There  was 
no  bed-rock  principle  of  moral  right  to  guide  him. 
Hence  fornication  just  "happened  to  him."  The 
great  fault  at  the  heart  of  life  to-day  is  that  many 
men  have  no  feeling  of  right  or  principle  at  all  in 
the  matters  of  the  heart's  affections  and  feelings. 
They  have  no  reserve  and  no  sense  of  sacredness 
in  regard  to  these  things  at  all,  and  what  a  mess 
they  have  made  of  affairs  in  the  last  few  years. 
They  have  squandered  and  diffused  the  best  of  life, 
have  drunk  at  every  muddy  stream,  married  among 
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the  Canaanites  and  the  Hittites,  bartered  the  most 
sacred  passions  for  money  and  position,  without  the 
slightest  urge  of  reserve,  with  the  result  that  the 
courts  of  law  and  justice  are  becoming  the  continual 
"  Fleet  Street "  of  the  doings  of  these  terrible 
caricatures  of  men  and  women. 

Mark  Rutherford  said  :  "  Contempt  from  those 
about  us  is  hard  to  bear,  but  God  help  the  poor 
wretch  who  contemns  himself."  Guinevere's 
terrible  wail  is : 

Oh,  shut  me  round  with  narrowing  nunnery  walls ; 
I  must  not  scorn  myself. 

The  result  of  this  prodigality  and  dispersal  of 
affections  is  not  only  scorn  of  self,  but  in  a  short 
cycle  of  months  and  years  comes  the  tragedy  of  an 
empty  life,  incapacitated  for  the  purest  love. 

The  urge  of  the  heart  should  be  centred  and 
spent  only  on  the  highest  and  best,  friendships  of 
the  highest,  books  of  the  finest,  sports  of  the  cleanest, 
and  loves  of  the  purest,  and  above  all  should  the 
affections  be  centred  on  Him  who  is  the  strong  Son 
of  God,  Immortal  Love.  The  best,  the  purest 
and  the  highest  in  life  should  always  be  reserved 
for  God. 

Reserve  in  matters  of  the  Mind  is  urgent. 

The  understanding  faculty,  the  thinking  machine, 
the  seat  of  memory  and  intuition,  should  be 
restrained  for  the  highest  ends.  One  of  Rudyard 
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Kipling's  fine  poems  pictures  the  hosts  of  heaven 
rising  up  to  greet  "  the  dreamer  whose  dreams  came 
true."  We  all  have  dreams,  ideals,  summits  set  up 
before  our  mind,  to  which  we  aim  and  climb  and 
soar.  We  may  never  reach  them,  but  it  is  good  to 
have  them,  and  better  to  try  and  realise  them  in 
the  soul.  It  is  a  mistake  to  think  that  we  never 
reach  them.  We  often  do  far  greater  things  than 
we  dream  and  plan,  but  we  do  not  know  till  they 
are  left  behind,  and  then  we  see  greater  things  ahead. 
Tennyson  was  far  greater  than  his  dreams,  so  were 
Dickens  and  Stevenson  and  Scott.  They  never 
dreamed  when  alive  that  they  would  have  achieved 
such  mastery  and  have  attained  such  pinnacles  in 
the  admiration  of  men.  Do  you  think  that  Paul 
and  John  and  Peter  ever  had  visions  of  such  great 
ness  as  they  have  achieved,  and  the  immensity  of 
love  they  hold  in  the  heart  of  humanity  over  all  the 
world  ?  These  men  were  servants  of  duty ;  their 
minds  were  centred  on  a  Person  or  a  theme.  They 
reserved  their  talents  and  mental  powers  for  one 
great  purpose,  and  yet  were  perfectly  free.  But  all 
liberty  implies  restraint,  and  without  reserve  and 
obedience  there  can  be  no  true  liberty.  "  I  will 
walk  at  liberty,"  says  the  Psalmist,  "  for  I  have 
sought  thy  precepts." 

There  are  mental  dissipations  and  dispersals 
just  as  much  as  physical.  Mental  reservations  are 
absolutely  necessary  if  men  are  to  be  guarded  against 
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intemperance  and  lawlessness  of  imagination.  Let 
the  mind  be  diffused  and  satiated  at  the  wayside 
altars  of  lewd  books  and  pictures  and  imaginings, 
and  the  joy  of  the  mind  is  killed.  In  the  Greek 
story  Eurydice  dies  and  is  carried  to  Hades.  Orpheus 
follows  her  there,  and  she  is  released  on  one  condition 
that  he  refrains  from  looking  at  her  face  until  he 
reaches  earth  again.  But  passionate  love  could  not 
wait  and  he  looked,  and  lo  !  Eurydice  faded  away 
and  his  arms  closed  on  air.  Restraint  and  reserve 
must  be  practised  if  the  choicest  fruits  of  happiness 
are  to  be  attained.  Take  heed  that  thou  offer 
not  thy  burnt  offerings  on  every  place  that  thou 
seest. 

The  greatest  minds  of  the  ages  concentrated  on 
one  thing  that  they  held  to  be  noblest  for  them. 
They  reserved  themselves  for  that.  Paul's  "  one 
thing  "  was  the  high  calling  of  God,  and  thousands 
followed  him  in  that.  Milton,  Browning  and 
Wordsworth  concentrated  on  poetry  ;  Gainsborough 
Reynolds  and  Rembrandt  reserved  their  talents  for 
painting,  and  other  artists  and  writers  and  politicians 
reserved  for  that  one  thing  that  they  conceived 
to  be  their  mark  and  highest  goal.  They  had 
hobbies,  no  doubt,  but  no  passion  was  allowed  to 
tarnish,  no  pleasure  to  seduce,  no  sin  to  intervene 
between  that  one  central  thought  in  the  mind 
higher  than  aught  else.  Shelley  had  genius,  but  he 
had  too  many  altars  and  his  mind  was  dissipated. 
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Byron  was  a  star,  but  lost  his  brilliancy  of  mind 
in  the  dispersal  of  gifts  and  sensual  attractions  in 
that  sunny  city  of  Venice. 

Greatness  comes  to  few,  but  to  no  man  will  it 
ever  come  who  dissipates  his  talents  and  degrades 
his  mental  equipments  on  things  that  are  unworthy. 
Hardly  any  of  us  may  have  greatness,  but  we  can 
have  goodness,  grace  and  self-respect,  if  we  constrain 
our  lower  inclinations  and  reserve  our  emotions  and 
imaginations  for  some  choice  or  ideal  that  is  worthy 
of  us.  "  This  above  all — to  thine  own  self  be 


true." 


Let  us  keep  to  this,  and  avoid  unworthy  offerings 
on  shrines  by  the  way,  and  some  day  we  shall  see 
God — our  highest  Hope,  and  these  strange,  longing, 
wondering,  hoping  souls  of  ours  will  reach  that  land 
of  heart's  content. 
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IV 

Life's  Sunlit  To-morrows 


Write  the  things  which  thou  hast  seen,  and  the  things 
which  are,  and  the  things  that  thou  shalt  see  hereafter. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  REVELATION. 

Oh,    bless'd  with  temper  whose  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day. 

ALEXANDER  POPE'S  MORAL  ESSATS. 


IV 
Life's  Sunlit  To-morrows 

IT  is  Thomas  Hardy,  the  veteran  and  brilliant  poet 
and  novelist,  who  says  in  "  Tess  "  :  "  The  material 
world  is  so  uninteresting,  human  life  is  so  miserably 
bounded,  circumscribed,  cabined,  confined,  I  want 
another  domain  to  expatiate  in."  That  great  realist 
knew  that  we  must  have  something  more  than  the 
material  things  of  earth  to  satisfy  the  yearnings 
of  the  human  soul.  The  spirit  of  mankind  cannot 
be  hemmed  in  by  space  or  time  or  matter  or  form. 
That  lonely  Apostle,  banished  to  a  far-off  island, 
hVed  in  the  spirit  at  Patmos,  and  thought  and  yearned 
and  wondered  what  would  the  future  be.  Was  it 
not  Watts-Dunton  who  said  that  the  impulse  of 
wonder  becomes  a  creative  power  in  literature  and 
art  ?  There  is  no  doubt  that  it  is  specially  true  of 
religion  and  its  seers  and  prophets  are  amazed  by 
the  marvels  of  grace  and  goodness  in  the  things 
they  have  seen,  and  the  things  that  are,  and  the 
things  that  shall  be  hereafter. 

The  things  that  St.  John  and  all  of  us  have  seen 
are  now  matters  of  experience  and  memory.  Past 
experiences — mental,  moral  or  physical — live  mostly 
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in  memory.  Happy  experiences  and  lovely  holidays 
and  summer  suns  are  apt  to  linger  in  the  memory. 
Memory  is  the  storehouse  of  the  soul  and  it  should 
be  kept  sweet  and  clean.  It  is  only  to  familiar 
spirits  that  we  open  the  storehouse  of  memory. 

The  things  which  are  consist  of  the  real  facts  of 
life  happening  in  the  present — the  wild,  fierce  fight 
of  life  at  hand  and  foot  ;  the  craving  to  get  the  daily 
bread,  the  urge  for  the  quench  of  thirst,  the  aspira 
tion  to  be  suitably  clothed,  the  hankering  after 
human  passions,  and  the  ambition  to  thwart  and 
silence  human  sin.  The  actings  and  sayings  and 
yearnings  of  the  things  that  are,  whether  glorious 
consecrated  or  dreadful,  pass  quickly,  and  enter 
the  thesaurus  of  memory. 

The  things  that  thou  shalt  see  hereafter  keep  us 
wondering,  and  it  is  quite  a  legitimate  instinct,  the 
instinct  of  wonder  and  gives  the  mind  at  least  some 
distinction  and  freshness,  wondering  about  the 
things  that  shall  be  hereafter  not  only  in  the  coming 
years  but  when  life's  long  shadows  are  past,  and  the 
soul  shall  have  seen  the  morning.  It  is  the  desire 
to  know  the  things  that  are  hidden  there  that  draws 
some  to  the  cult  of  the  crystal  seer  and  clairvoyant 
to  ask  the  soothsayers  what  lies  hidden  in  the 
volume  of  the  Hereafter. 

"  The  thoughts  of  youth,"  says  Longfellow, 
"  are  long,  long  thoughts."  These  thoughts,  so 
full  of  wonder,  project  themselves  into  the  future, 
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are  driven  by  clamorous  powers  and  compelled  by 
inquisitiveness  to  penetrate  life's  secrets,  and  bridge 
the  gulf  of  the  waiting  time.  In  youth's  vast 
energy  there  is  the  passion  to  enjoy  the  golden 
days  and  the  summer  sweetness  and  the  swiftly 
passing  spring-time,  but  summer  mists  keep  rising 
and  the  itching  desire  to  know  what  shall  be  here 
after.  The  future  shall  be  full  of  content  if  these 
days  of  youth  have  the  vision  of  God  and  vistas  of 
right  and  truth  and  goodness  in  the  soul. 

The  to-morrows  of  life  are  full  of  vast  possibilities. 
The  great  purposes  should  never  be  postponed. 
Procrastination  should  never  be  allowed  to  steal 
the  prophecy  of  these  days  of  achievement — prophecy 
of  strength,  purity  and  courage.  If  it  should,  then 
the  years  hereafter  shall  be  drab  and  the  days  misty 
and  a  cry  shall  be  heard  in  that  disenchanted  heart, 
"|If  I  had  known,  if  I  had  listened  to  the  things 
that  were  divine,  but  now  they  are  hid  from  mine 
eyes." 

While  there  is  the  concentration  of  Church  and 
State  to  guide  and  control  youthhood  in  the  turbulent 
and  stormy  days,  we  all  know  too  well  that  these 
are  not  the  only  times  of  storm  and  shipwreck. 
The  mists  may  scatter  but  the  sea  of  life  is  always 
full  of  possibilities  to  manhood  and  womanhood, 
and  the  inquisitive  heart  still  keeps  asking  about  the 
things  that  shall  be  hereafter. 

In  A.  E.  W.  Mason's  beautiful  book,  "  Running 
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Water,"  we  learn  of  the  difficulties  of  the  noonday 
on  the  Alps,  sometimes  as  great  as  in  the  morning, 
although  clear  and  bold,  when  the  mists  have 
scattered,  rises  the  snow-capped  summit.  No 
doubt  in  the  riper  years  of  life  also  there 
is  clearness  of  vision  and  consciousness  of 
strength,  because  of  concentration.  But  still  in 
these  days  too  there  is  danger  that  the  wonder  and 
prophecy  of  the  hereafter  may  be  sullied  by  strivings 
after  mere  success,  or  riches  or  pleasure,  or  the  spirit 
of  the  Laodiceans,  against  which  St.  John  warned 
the  Churches — that  deadening  of  faith  in  God, 
which  fosters  a  spirit  of  selfishness  in  the  full  and 
riper  years.  Surely  the  learning  of  childhood  and 
the  romance  of  youth  are  not  lavished  on  man  to 
make  him  merely  a  self-satisfied  animal  in  life's 
great  long  summer  days.  The  quest  for  God  and 
high  ideals  and  the  spirit  of  wonder  can  save 
from  that,  and  can  write  on  the  soul  visions  of 
the  hereafter. 

"  Poetry,"  says  Aristotle,  in  effect,  u  depicts 
human  character  as  it  must  develop."  The  poet  or 
artist  sees  what  his  subject  ought  to  become.  We 
should  never  get  blind  to  our  own  poem,  nor  deaf 
to  the  music  of  our  better  self.  It  is  so  easy  to  let 
the  visions  and  yearnings  of  our  best  and  purest 
days  die  out,  and  in  little  slacknesses  and  failures 
and  almost  unconscious  yieldings,  let  our  higher 
hopes  be  lost. 
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The  world  does  not  pitch  its  standard  high  ;  it 
virtually  says :  "  To  thyself  be  enough.  Your  own 
passions  and  ambitions  and  happiness  are  sufficient. 
Gratify  thyself,  be  your  own  centre  and  star." 
Ibsen  considers  that  this  is  the  state  of  the  degenerates 
where  "  Black  it  seems  white,  and  ugly  seems  fair," 
but  Peer  Gynt  hears  a  higher  type  of  being,  say, 
"  Man,  be  thyself,"  and  Ibsen  says  : 

To  be  oneself  is :  to  slay  oneself     ...     to  stand  forth  everywhere 
With  Master's  intention  displayed  like  a  signboard. 

In  other  words,  it  is  to  have  the  Divine  purpose 
displayed  within  the  soul. 

Olive  Schreiner,  in  her  book  "  The  Story  of  a 
South  African  Farm,"  cries  in  a  time  of  bitterness 
that  we  all  feel  against  the  lower  self.  "  Self  !  will 
nothing  free  me  from  myself  ?  I  want  something 
great  and  pure  to  lift  me  to  itself  ?  "  The  uplift 
of  the  faith  of  the  Son  of  God  and  a  vision  of  the 
things  that  shall  be  hereafter,  is  the  answer  to 
that  cry. 

Tennyson's  hereafter  is  the  "  sunset  and  evening 
star  "  and  the  one  clear  call  of  Faith.  The  sunset 
hour  is  often  the  most  beautiful  and  the  happiest  of 
all  the  day.  We  watch  the  exquisite  colouring  and 
catch  the  sunset  glow.  It  is  the  time  of  waiting  and 
of  peace.  But  we  want  so  much  to  know  what  lies 
behind  the  dawn  and  beyond  the  sunset  and  across 
the  sea,  in  that  land  of  our  visions  and  dreams.  The 
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noblest,  cleverest  and  saintliest  men  and  women 
have  told  us  much.  Reason,  science,  spiritualism 
have  all  told  us  much,  but  alas  !  how  much  more 
have  they  all  left  unsaid  and  unknown.  Loved  ones 
pledged  themselves  to  return  to  the  hearts  that  were 
waiting  to  hear  tidings  of  the  other  side,  but  somehow 
their  messages,  if  they  ever  did  come,  have  never 
given  to  well  balanced  minds  any  sufficient  evidence 
of  the  doings  of  our  blessed  dead.  We  are  thrown 
back  on  our  Faith,  the  faith  of  the  Church  of  Christ. 
While  that  faith  teaches  us  that  our  blessed  dead 
are  living,  and  safe  and  at  peace,  still  it  is  truly 
remarkable  how  little  we  are  told,  either  by  Christ 
or  His  apostles,  or  His  saints,  of  what  is  felt  and 
what  is  done  in  the  Hereafter.  We  do  know  that 
they  are  in  the  hands  of  Almighty  Love,  and  no 
torment  can  touch  them.  But  although  we  cannot 
tell  what  they  are  doing,  the  historical  records  of 
Christ  and  the  writers  of  the  New  Testament  tell  us 
much  of  what  shall  be  hereafter.  There  shall  be 
no  night  there,  for  the  Lord  God  giveth  them  light, 
and  they  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever.  And  there 
shall  be  no  more  curse,  and  no  more  tears  and  no 
more  death,  and  no  sorrow  nor  crying  nor  pain; 
for  the  former  things  are  passed  away. 

There  was  no  doubt  about  these  things  in  the 
hearts  of  the  Faithful  and  none  in  the  mind  of 
Christ,  the  Author  and  Finisher  of  our  faith,  for  He 
said,  "  In  My  Father's  house  are  many  mansions. 
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I  will  come  again  and  receive  you  unto  Myself,  that 
where  I  am  there  ye  may  be  also."  In  that  faith 
we  live,  in  that  faith  we  hope  to  die.  In  the  glamour 
of  youth,  in  the  stormy  days  of  manhood's  striving, 
and  in  the  shadowed  peace  of  the  sunset's  glow,  let 
us  clasp  to  our  hearts,  let  us  cherish  in  our  souls, 
visions  and  dreams  of  the  things  that  shall  be 
Hereafter,  where  all  life's  to-morrows  shall  be  sunlit 
with  His  Love. 


V 
The  Skeleton  in  the  Cupboard 


When  the  king  heard  the  words  of  the  woman,  lie 
rent  his  clothes,  and  he  passed  by  upon  the  wall,  and  the 
people  looked,  and  behold,  he  had  sackcloth  within  upon 

his  flesh. 

THE  SECOND  BOOK  OF  KINGS. 

The  grief  that  does  not  speak. 

SHAKESPEARE  in  MACBETH. 


The  Skeleton   in   the   Cupboard 

MOST  people  with  aesthetic  minds  have  the  knack 
of  constructing  dream-castles  in  some  sunny  spot, 
sometime,  somewhere.  Perhaps  it  is  in  Spain  or 
Italy,  or  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  or  beside  the 
dancing  waves  of  the  Southern  sea.  We  all  own,  at 
least  in  thought,  some  beautiful  corner  where  there 
are  no  grey  mists  or  no  long  dark  evenings,  or  no 
loveless  days,  or  no  traces  of  tears.  It  is  a  kind  of 
mental  fever  in  the  hidden  chambers  of  the  life,  that 
dreams  may  realise,  the  sun  may  shine  and  the  clouds 
may  break. 

The  best  men  and  women  cherish  them.  Paul 
dreamed  of  Rome  and  Spain,  and  the  meeting  of 
the  loved  companions  of  his  ministry.  John, 
sensitive,  refined,  lovable,  dreamed  of  a  new  heaven 
and  a  new  earth,  where  all  earth's  sorrow  and 
secret  sighing  would  be  swept  away.  Frances  Ridley 
Havergal  had  her  dream  of  a  perfect  holy  peace,  and 
Frances  Willard  of  a  devoted,  beautiful  soul.  This 
attitude  which  gives  to  life  larger  aspirations  and 
longings,  minimises  the  actual  reality  of  the  hidden 
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aches  and  wants  of  man.  Surely  it  is  good  for 
mankind  to  cover  their  secret  wants  and  sufferings 
by  some  kingly  garment  or  by  winsome  hopes  ahead. 

It  was  perfectly  pathetic  that  because  of  war  and 
the  hatred  of  men,  women  and  children  in  Samaria 
should  be  suffering  the  agony  of  famine.  It  is  said 
that  hunger  kills  natural  affection,  otherwise  it  is 
hard  to  believe  this  story  of  the  two  women  and  the 
slaying  of  their  children  to  appease  their  awful 
hunger.  Their  suffering  was  apparent,  and  they 
brought  their  troubles  to  the  king.  He  was  dressed 
in  princely  robes,  clad  in  kingly  grandeur,  and  surely 
there  was  no  trace  of  suffering  or  pain  beneath  that 
royal  eminence.  This  story  touched  the  king 
exceedingly,  and  casting  aside  his  royal  robes,  and 
rending  asunder  his  outer  garments,  the  people 
saw  that  he,  too,  was  aching  with  grief,  because  he 
wore  sackcloth  within  upon  his  flesh.  Girt  around 
the  kingly  heart  was  sackcloth — the  symbol  of 
penance,  the  sign  of  maceration — and  the  royal 
home  hid  the  skeleton  in  the  cupboard. 

There  are  skeleton  cupboards  in  many  lives. 
Concealed  beneath  the  outer  garments,  King  Jehoram 
wore  the  evidence  of  sorrow,  close  to  his  heart.  It 
was  not  till  many  years  that  the  world  discovered 
the  skeleton  in  the  life  of  Charles  Lamb,  and  the 
wonderful  affection  of  his  sister,  who  through  the 
long  years  stifled  her  love  by  a  sense  of  duty,  and 
concealed  her  grief  within  her  own  heart. 
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As  a  rule  penance  should  be  done  in  secret, 
unless  a  wrong  has  been  publicly  done  to  another  ; 
then,  of  course,  penitence  should  be  openly  confessed. 
But  it  is  best  that  sins  and  sorrows  should  be 
privately  confessed,  and  whatever  else  may  be  wrong 
in  our  eyes  with  the  Roman  Catholic  confessional, 
it  has  one  great  virtue  :  it  is  held  in  sworn  and 
sacred  secretness.  It  may  be  right  in  the  eyes  of 
new  converts  to  tell  openly  of  their  terrible  experi 
ences,  and  of  their  particular  sins,  but  I  could  never 
see  its  wisdom,  for  the  world  only  laughs.  If  men 
have  forgotten  that  their  mental  and  physical 
natures  are  sacred  and  have  through  some  weight  of 
passion  and  fever  of  temptation  "lien  among  the 
pots"  and  soiled  their  souls,  it  is  safer  and  saner  to 
have  that  dignity  of  reserve  which  creeps  with 
bitter  sorrow  to  the  secret  altar  of  an  all-hearing 
and  ever-forgiving  God. 

It  is  a  dreadful  thing  to  fall  from  true  manhood 
and  womanhood;  it  is  also  terrible  to  make  a  recital 
of  one's  misdeeds.  Mark  Antony  said  in  that 
sublime  oration  over  the  dead  body  of  Caesar  : 

.     .     .  I  only  speak  right  on  ; 
I  tell  you  that,  which  you  yourselves  do  know ; 
Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb  mouths, 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me  .     .     . 

These  men  make  their  moral  wounds  not  dumb 
mouths,  but  garrulous  trumpets  to  herald  their 
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shame.      They     display     their    sackcloth    on    the 
outside. 

These  are  the  truest  Christians,  the  finest  spirits, 
who  brush  their  clothes,  smarten  their  steps,  lift 
their  heads  and  hide  their  skeletons  in  the  secret 
cupboards  of  the  heart. 

Jesus  hid  His  fearful  suffering  of  Gethsemane  in 
silence,  and  alone,  and  revealed  it  only  by  casting 
His  grief  on  the  heart  of  the  Eternal  Father,  and 
since  that  day  the  Son  of  God  hears  and  under 
stands  the  heart-broken  cry  of  men. 

When  our  dream-castles  are  falling  and  the  grey 
mists  are  gathering  and  the  long  evenings  seem  to 
be  darker,  One  Eye  sees  our  skeleton  in  the  cupboard, 
and  One  Hand  can  always  heal. 

There  are  skeleton  cupboards  in  many  homes. 
If  these  two  women  had  not  been  in  dire  need,  the 
people  would  never  have  known  that  their  monarch 
had  a  secret  trouble,  and  they  would  not  have 
believed  that  such  a  royal  house  needed  their 
sympathy.  Circumstances  are  very  often  mis 
leading,  and  the  people  who  may  be  in  the  loftiest 
positions,  in  the  wealthiest  circles,  and  on  the  ladder 
of  fame,  may  need  your  manifestation  of  sympathy 
and  warm  handshake  far  more  than  you  imagine. 
This  great  big  world  is  full  of  homes  where  the  rich 
and  the  great  and  the  ambitious  and  the  lowly  and 
the  poor  and  the  mourning  and  the  dying  dwell, 
and  are  yearning  for  some  sign  of  sympathy,  some 
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rent  that  symbolises  a  secret  warmth  of  heart.  The 
secret  sackcloth  was  the  expression  of  the  brotherli- 
ness  of  grief. 

It  is  a  wretched  thing  for  so  many  wives  and 
mothers  to  live  always  in  the  same  home  and  wait 
and  wait  till  death  for  the  words  that  are 
unexpressed. 

He  had  words  and  smiles  for  them  all, 
His  friends,  his  foes,  and — the  rest, 
But  for  one  that  he  loved,  no  word, 
No  smile,  not  a  cool  hand  pressed, 
Not  a  sigh,  but  an  empty  jest. 

There  could  be  little  doubt  of  the  existence  of  the 
deep  love  of  Thomas  Carlyle  for  his  wife,  Jane 
Welsh,  but  that  big  prophetic  soul  left  her  with  an 
aching  heart  and  with  words  that  should  have  been 
uttered,  still — unexpressed.  That  was  the  skeleton 
in  the  cupboard  of  the  home  of  Carlyle. 

It  is  a  great  mistake  to  let  the  messenger  of  death 
make  an  entrance  into  the  home  before  you  express 
by  deed  or  word  the  love  you  bear  your  own.  The 
garments  of  parenthood,  or  childhood,  sisterhood  or 
brotherhood  should  not  conceal  for  ever  the  sack 
cloth  or  symbol  of  the  sympathy  and  love  you  have 
in  your  heart  for  each  other. 

Let  me  sit  in  my  house  by  the  side  of  the  road, 

Where  the  race  of  men  go  by  ; 
They  are  good,  they  are  bad,  they  are  weak,  they  are  strong, 

They  are  foolish,  so  am  I. 
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Then  why  should  I  sit  in  the  scorner's  seat, 

Or  hurl  the  cynic's  ban  f 
Let  me  live  in  my  house  by  the  side  of  the  road, 

And  be  a  friend  to  man. 

It  is  not  perfectly  clear  why  the  king  wore  close 
to  his  heart  this  sign  of  penitence,  for  there  was 
little  token  of  it  in  his  life.  We  must  remember, 
however,  that  this  man  Jehoram  was  anointed  king 
over  Israel,  and  should  have  been  therefore  a  sincere 
worshipper  of  Jehovah,  the  God  of  Israel.  But  he 
was  not ;  he  was  very  unfaithful  and  had  turned  his 
back  on  God  and  broken  his  vows  and  was  living  an 
evil  life,  although  he  still  wore  the  livery  of 
righteousness  and  the  garments  of  kingship  over 
God's  Israel. 

No  man  breaks  his  vows,  ignores  his  obligations, 
yields  to  sinful  conduct  without  some  twinge  of 
conscience,  and  gnawings  of  remorse.  Jehoram  must 
have  felt  but  concealed  these,  and  as  a  salve  to  his 
conscience  donned  the  sackcloth,that  sign  of  penitence, 
and  wrapped  it  round  his  heart.  And  so  we  see  that 
under  the  outward  apparel  of  sinful  pleasures  and 
romantic  enjoyments,  he  wore  the  gnawing,  stinging 
robe  of  dissatisfaction  and  discontent  and  penitence 
within  his  soul. 

If  men  will  wander  and  stray  away  from  vows  of 
the  purest  and  obligations  of  the  truest  and  faith 
fulness  to  God,  they  may  wear  the  gaudiest  signs  of 
gaiety  and  the  gorgeous  trimmings  of  godless  revelry, 
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but  make  certain  of  this,  that  underneath  it  all, 
hidden  behind  the  outward  tinsel  is  the  penitential 
sackcloth  close  beside  the  heart.  And  yet  when  that 
is  so  there  is  hope,  for  repentance  is  a  sure  sign  of 
desire  for  a  better  life.  The  cry  of  the  Baptist,  the 
first  message  of  the  Apostles  was,  "Repent."  There 
was  undoubtedly  this  feeling  in  the  king's  heart, 
because  he  humbled  himself,  and  we  are  told  that 
God  had  mercy  on  him  and  on  the  city  of  Samaria. 
Wherever  there  is  penitence,  or  secret  grief,  or 
hidden  sorrow,  or  silent  resolve  for  a  better  life, 
these  are  met  at  all  times  by  the  everlasting  mercy 
of  God  in  Christ. 
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Have  ye  not  asked  them  that  go  by  the  way  ? 

THE  BOOK  OF  JOB. 

It  takes  a  good  many  shovelfuls  of  earth  to  bury  the  truth. 

SWISS  PROVERB. 


VI 
The  Test  of  Experience 

IMAGINATION  is  a  great  gift.  In  Latin  it  expressed 
the  power  to  bring  before  the  mind  some  object 
not  present  to  the  senses.  It  visualises  the  invisible, 
and  demonstrates  not  merely  the  real  but  what  is 
potential.  It  is  the  poet's  best  gift,  and  for  the 
artist  it  commutes  visions  into  reality.  Its  power 
is  independent  of  time  and  keeps  close  company 
with  the  soul  and  can  project  its  potency  into  the 
position  of  another.  For  this  reason  the  novelist 
can  never  achieve  real  distinction  and  'brilliancy 
without  the  gift  of  imagination.  It  is  independent 
of  logic  and  cannot  be  limited  by  the  precepts  of 
reason,  and  is  after  all  just — imagination. 

Experience  is  altogether  different ;  it  is  not  a 
gift ;  it  is  a  fact  of  history.  It  is  something  one 
has  gained  by  some  test  or  trial.  It  is  not  given  ; 
it  must  be  gained.  It  is  not  vision  ;  it  must  be 
proof.  Experienced  people  are  those  who  have  had 
practical  acquaintance  with,  or  personal  observation 
on,  matters  of  importance.  In  short,  they  have 
gained  these  by  the  tests  of  experience. 
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Job  was  a  man  of  experience.  He  had  been  in 
the  old  days  a  man  of  vision  and  dream  and  imagina 
tion  and  preconceived  notions  and  untested  theories. 
But  since  then  the  billows  had  passed  over  him  ;  the 
storms  had  wrecked  his  home  ;  losses  had  blighted 
his  aims ;  sorrows  had  saddened  his  heart  ;  pain 
had  withered  his  limbs ;  disappointment  had 
afflicted  his  soul,  and  his  whole  atmosphere  was 
darkened.  That  made  a  tremendous  difference. 

He  was  bereaved  and  afflicted,  and  his  friends 
visited  him.  That  invariably  happens  when  men 
are  in  trouble.  Some  of  these  friends  are  sincere 
and  others  actuated  by  shallow  pretence.  These 
friends  of  Job  held  a  certain  view  of  God.  It  was 
very  simple  and  apparently  true.  It  was  this  : 
prosperity  invariably  follows  the  good,  and  mis 
fortune  and  suffering  are  sure  to  come  to  those  who 
dishonour  God  or  live  an  evil  life.  With  this  theory 
of  Providence  in  their  thoughts  they  pay  a  visit  to 
their  old  friend.  It  is  likely  that  he  also  had  held 
the  same  belief  and  had  associated  temporal  rewards 
with  divine  love.  He  knew  differently  now,  for  in 
his  inmost  soul  he  obeyed  and  honoured  God  and 
did  the  right,  and  yet  sorrow  and  bereavement  and 
pain  and  suffering  passed  over  him,  like  waves  over 
a  desolate  strand. 

He  listens  to  their  insipid  expressions  of  sympathy, 
really  a  rehearsal  of  cant,  while  his  own  soul, 
conscious  of  probity  and  righteousness,  boils  in 
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silence  and  when  he  can  bear  their  worthless  theories 
no  longer  he  hisses  out  the  question  "  Have  ye  not 
asked  them  that  go  by  the  way — those  who  have 
tested  things  by  experience  ?  ':  Let  us  run  the 
question  along  three  lines,  analysing  each  by  this 
test  of  experience. 

(i)  Have  ye  not  asked  them  that  go  by  the 
way  of  Trial  ? 

That  was  just  what  these  three  dark  robed 
figures,  Eliphaz,  Bildad  and  Zophar  had  not  done. 
They  had  never  enquired  into  the  real  reason  of 
trial.  They  were  bigoted  in  their  shallow  views  and 
stuck  pertinaciously  to  their  prejudices.  They 
could  not  or  rather  would  not  see  into  the  depths. 
It  takes  breadth  of  soul  and  impartial  judgment  to 
understand  another's  sorrow.  They  were  biased 
and  therefore  misunderstood  the  real  reason  of  their 
friend's  trial.  The  taunt  of  Satan,  "Doth  Job  serve 
God  for  naught  ?  "  was  restated  by  these  three  men 
and  driven  in  by  repeated  suggestion,  and  it  was  not 
their  fault  if  Job's  heart  was  not  sunken  to  the  depths 
after  they  had  diagnosed  his  disease.  If  a  man  is  con 
scious  of  integrity,  attack  and  insult  and  innuendo 
can  never  drive  him  to  despair.  He  can  keep 
reiterating  with  the  music  of  truth  in  his  ears : 

Never  for  me  the  lowered  banner, 

Never  the  lost  endeavour. 

He  therefore  repudiated  indignantly  their 
suggestions,  for  he  had  earnestly  with  tears  examined 
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his  position  and  put  all  the  facts  through  the  filtering 
sieve  of  his  own  personal  experience.  It  is  the  most 
painful  thing  in  life  to  face  these  moral  cataracts. 
If  the  surmises  of  these  friends  were  true,  then  God 
was  not  his  God  at  all,  but  he  kept  whispering  to 
his  own  heart :  "  Will  ye  not  let  me  keep  my  faith, 
that  God  is  good  ?  Will  ye  not  let  me  hold  even 
amidst  this  darkness,  when  the  hosannas  of  my  home 
are  hushed  and  my  palm  trees  are  withered,  and 
my  children  are  gathered  to  their  rest,  and  friends 
of  summer  days  have  vanished,  and  all  my  days  are 
dread  ?  Though  I  cannot  trace  His  dealings,  will 
ye  not  let  me  trust  ?  Have  my  sufferings  turned 
against  me  the  heart  of  my  Father  ?  Can  He,  the 
all-pitiful,  love  me  less  now  that  I  am  down  and 
need  Him  most  ?  Ah,  No,  No.  I  have  tested  it 
by  experience  and  I  know  He  lives  and  loves." 

Nothing  could  have  given  Job  his  marvellous 
patience,  had  he  not  felt  somehow  amidst  his 
sufferings  and  scattered  hopes  that  God's  wise  and 
loving  Providence  was  brooding  over  all. 

Mothers  and  fathers,  since  life  began  and  children 
came,  and  sons  and  daughters  passed,  and  love  was 
stilled  and  laughing  hearts  were  dead,  have  chanted 
through  the  gloom  : 

Yet  in  the  maddening  maze  of  things, 

And  tossed  by  storm  and  flood, 
To  one  firm  trust  my  spirit  clings, 

I  know  that  God  is  good. 
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(2)  Have  ye  not  asked  them  that  go  by  the  way 
of  Sin  ? 

Let  us  test  this  path  by  experience.  Some  time 
ago,  when  travelling  in  a  railway  carriage,  a  man 
said  to  me,  "  There  is  not  much  sin  in  the  world. 
What  many  of  you  say  is  sin  is  not  sin  at  all.  There 
is  nothing  in  it."  "Have  ye  not  asked  them  that 
go  by  the  way  ?  " 

The  world  is  now  so  extremely  wise,  and  science 
so  advanced  and  sanitary  knowledge  so  extensive 
that  there  is  no  longer  danger  in  ignoring  the  parson's 
talk  and  the  Scriptures'  injunctions.  Men  are  too 
broad  minded  in  the  twentieth  century  to  listen 
to  such  unscientific,  unhistorical  piffle.  "  Have  ye 
not  asked  them  that  go  by  the  way  ? " 

A  young  man  was  in  the  society  of  Jesus.  Some 
say  that  at  the  outset  he  was  the  finest  of  the  Twelve. 
Was  he  not  trusted  as  the  treasurer  ?  Life  was  full 
of  magnificent  ambitions  and  sacred  achievements. 
But  one  whisper  from  the  devil  sowed  the  seed  of 
greed  and  corruption  and  hypocrisy.  But  after  all 
what  sin  was  in  it  ?  What  harm  was  there  in  selling 
Him  to  the  Jewish  party  ?  If  He  were  the  Christ 
He  would  soon  free  Himself  from  their  chains.  But 
sin  was  sin,  and  it  darkened  his  soul  and  shattered 
Judas  to  pieces  at  Aceldama — that  field  of  blood. 

Two  voices  call  to  every  heart  :  the  voice  of  right 
and  the  voice  of  wrong.  If  you  listen  and  heed  and 
follow  the  voice  of  evil,  that  is  sin,  what  we  understand 
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by  sin,  whether  it  is  in  the  ten  commandments 
or  not.  And  you  had  better  just  ask  them  that  go 
by  the  way  !  Ask  Landru,  Black,  Armstrong,  and 
all  those  dreadful  men  and  women,  creatures  of  lust 
and  robbery  and  folly,  whose  actions  have  made  so 
many  right-thinking  citizens  ashamed  of  human  kind. 
What  caused  their  downfall  ?  The  evil  thought,  the 
seductive  pleading,  the  indulgence  oft  repeated, 
the  depraved  life,  and  then  the  felon's  cell. 

"  Ah  !  but  these  are  extreme  cases,"  you  say. 
"  I  know  my  way  about.  I  am  level  headed.  I  can 
suck  the  nectar  and  woo  the  pleasure,  and  no  harm 
can  ever  come."  Once  upon  a  time — it  doesn't 
matter  when  or  where,  but  it  is  true — a  young  lawyer 
had  noble  ideals  and  dreams,  was  brilliant  and 
congratulated  by  the  judge  on  his  first  case.  He 
yielded  to  the  canker  of  unnamable  indulgences  and 
ruined  his  moral  and  physical  natures,  and  through 
these  evils  died  at  twenty-six.  "  He  that  soweth  to 
the  flesh  shall  of  the  flesh  reap  corruption."  Ask 
them  that  go  by  the  way. 

(3)  Have  ye  not  asked  them  that  go  by  the  way 
of  Faith  ? 

Many  people,  both  young  and  older,  have,  like 
the  three  friends  of  Job,  wrong  views  on  religion, 
and  think  that  it  may  be  all  right  for  the  old,  the 
poor,  or  the  dying,  but  for  them  it  is  no  good.  Is 
that  so  ?  Let  us  apply  the  test  of  experience.  Some 
clever  and  ambitious  young  men  avoid  the  Church 
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and  the  Christian  faith,  because  they  say,  these  forbid 
pleasure  and  ambition.  Lecky,  the  historian,  points 
out  that  the  most  useful  men  in  the  service  of  the 
State  have  been  moved  by  the  motive  of  ambition. 
Ambition  is  the  desire  for  fame,  honour,  power,  or 
excellence.  In  Morley's  "  Life  of  Gladstone,"  he 
relates  that  Gladstone  said  to  him  once,  "  I  do  not 
think  that  I  can  tax  myself  in  my  own  life  with  ever 
having  been  much  moved  by  ambition."  The 
remark  astonished  Lord  Morley,  but  he  realised  how 
true  it  was,  for  on  reflection  he  says,  "  If  ambition 
means  love  of  power  or  fame  for  the  sake  of  its  glitter 
or  domination,  he  had  none  of  it.  But  ambition,  in 
the  sense  of  using  one's  strength  and  youth  and 
power  to  clear  the  path,  brush  obstacles  aside,  force 
one's  way  in  business  and  calling  forward,  that  he 
had  in  a  confident  and  vigorous  manner."  Ambition 
such  as  that  has  never  been  condemned  by  the 
Church  of  Christ.  Ambition  is  degraded  and  is 
opposed  to  Christianity  when  it  is  used  merely  for 
self-seeking  and  selfish  ends.  Two  of  the  greatest 
men  in  the  last  generation  who  rose  to  the  Premier 
ship  were  Gladstone  and  Salisbury.  Lord  Salisbury, 
himself  a  devoted  Churchman,  said  of  his  great 
political  opponent,  "  Gladstone  is  a  great  Christian." 
Did  legitimate  ambition  keep  these  two  great 
Churchmen  from  true  pleasure  and  worldly  success  ? 
Experience  answers  in  the  negative.  If  you  will 
just  visualise  the  men  of  your  own  time,  in  business 


Sunlit  Hopes 

and  literature  and  athletics  and  scholarship,  far  too 
many  to  enumerate,  you  will  find  that  the  best  men, 
men  of  power,  of  influence  and  worth,  were  or  are 
men  of  Faith.  They  were  not  atheists,  nor  libertines, 
nor  unbelievers.  Ask  them  that  go  by  the  way. 
Like  St.  Paul,  they  were  "  ambitious  to  be  well 
pleasing  to  Him."  And  what  is  it  after  all  that 
appeals  to  the  best  men  and  women,  to  those  who 
count  most  in  life,  whether  rich  or  poor  it  matters 
not  ?  Is  it  not  something  undefinable,  unlimited, 
that  lies  behind  the  dawn  and  beyond  the  sunset  and 
across  the  far  horizon  ?  What  is  that  something 
that  calls  to  us,  beckons  us,  appeals  to  us  most  ? 
It  is  our  ideals  of  right  and  our  faith  in  God.  To  be 
strong  is  to  have  faith  and  at  least  some  of  the  heroism 
of  Jesus.  "  Have  ye  not  asked  them  that  go  by  the 
way  ?  >!  Ask  them  and  they  will  tell  you  that  duty 
is  real  and  God  is  in  their  life,  and  in  spite  of  failure, 
or  sorrow,  or  loss,  or  bereavement  they  keep  re 
echoing  the  song  of  Job  in  their  hearts,  "  I  know 
that  my  Redeemer  liveth." 

Then  let  us  keep  true  to  Him,  and  whatever 
else  we  lose  :  health,  wealth,  home  or  friends,  let 
our  love  for  Him  shine  brightly  till  we  see  Him  face 
to  face  and  worship  on  the  other  shore. 
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I  pray  Thee,  let  me  go  over  and  see  the  good  land  that  is 
beyond  Jordan. 

Get  thee  up  into  the  top  of  Pisgah,  and  behold  it  with 
thine  eyes :  for  thou  shah  not  go  over  this  Jordan. 

THE  BOOK  OF  DEUTERONOMY. 

To  every  man  there  openeth,  a  high  way  and  a  low, 
And  every  man  decideth  the  way  his  soul  shall  go. 

JOHN  OXENHAM. 


VII 
Good  Purpose  Unfulfilled 

IT  is  a  fine  desire  and  a  legitimate  purpose.  For 
years  and  years  the  desire  is  uppermost  in  the 
heart  of  this  young  man  to  carry  through  the  ideals 
battling  in  his  life.  Away  back  in  the  land  of  the 
Pharaohs,  a  boy,  with  all  the  privileges  of  a  king's 
son,  fights  the  unseen  fight  between  faith  and 
feeling,  between  religious  vision  and  physical  desire, 
and  finally  amidst  all  the  allurements  of  wealth  and 
power,  turns  his  soul  to  the  unseen  heights  of  God, 
and  centres  his  purposes  on  things  spiritual  and 
eternal,  for  Moses  was  only  a  youth  when  he 
"  refused  to  be  called  the  son  of  Pharaoh's 
daughter,  choosing  rather  to  suffer  affliction  with 
the  people  of  God  than  to  enjoy  the  pleasures 
of  sin  for  a  season." 

It  is  the  peaceful,  thoughtful  hours  that  build 
the  purer  years.  It  is  the  common  levels,  the 
meandering  roads  of  life  that  make  our  climbing 
possible.  Had  not  this  young  man  thought  and 
striven  and  prayed  and  purposed,  humanly  speaking 
the  Israelitish  faith — the  religion  which  gave  us  the 
Christ— would  have  been  impossible.  We  should 
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never  have  heard  the  restraining  voice  of  Sinai,  nor 
the  last  love  echoes  from  the  Cross  of  Christ. 
Impulse  and  pure  desire  on  the  fields  of  Egypt  were 
the  beginning ;  purpose  has  to  traverse  the  level 
stretches  of  the  wilderness,  face  angry  waves  and 
angrier  men,  and  then,  perhaps,  see  the  promised 
land. 

Desires  and  impulses  are  not  permanent  until 
they  become  settled  purposes. 

The  three  young  men  who  came  up  to  Christ 
under  stress  of  emotional  feeling,  and  said,  Lord,  I 
will  follow  thee,  but  .  .  .  but  .  .  .  but 
.  .  .  had  the  fine  luxury  of  impulse,  the  sweet 
feelings  of  the  armchair  romancer,  but  it  all  ended  in 
smoke  for  their  impulses  were  never  translated  into 
resolution,  and  so  they  went  back  their  own  way 
and  followed  not  the  Christ.  If  fine  impulses  and 
glorious  feelings  are  to  be  of  any  service  to  ourselves 
or  others,  the  sense  of  duty  must  enter  and  right 
purpose  be  firmly  fixed. 

Recently  when  I  was  in  London  on  holiday, 
I  saw  a  crowd  beside  Leicester  Square,  and  I 
went  over  and  heard  an  old,  white-haired  man, 
speaking  very  simply  and  earnestly  of  Christ  and 
His  Love.  He  was  interrupted  by  a  young  man  of 
about  thirty,  with  a  vacant  look  and  a  fatuous  face 
who  shouted,  "  What  are  you  talking  about  ?  It  is 
all  lies  what  you  say.  You  never  saw  Christ.  It  is 
all  a  myth,  there  is  no  Christ  and  no  God."  It  was 
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not  difficult  to  answer  a  man  like  that,  but  ignorance 
would  not  be  silenced.  Then  a  young  girl  spoke  up, 
quietly  and  reverently  and  asked  him,  "  How  is 
it,  if  there  is  no  God,  that  every  soldier  in  difficulty 
or  facing  death,  cried  '  O  God !  O  God,  save  me.' >: 
She  stated  a  fact.  I  knew  it  to  be  true,  but  what  I 
want  to  show  is  this,  that  many  a  soldier  in  the  late 
war,  in  time  of  stress,  or  fear,  or  danger,  cried  out 
to  God  for  help,  impulsively,  believing  in  that 
Supreme  Being  over  all,  yet  when  danger  was  passed 
and  trouble  over,  and  he  at  home  in  peace,  this 
feeling  or  emotion  withered  away,  because  there 
was  no  purpose,  no  settled  duty  towards  God,  behind 
his  cry  of  impulse.  Had  these  soldiers  had  resolve 
as  well  as  the  ephemeral  cry  to  God  in  days  of  fear 
in  their  lives,  their  days  would  be  happier  now,  and 
their  Sundays  more  full  of  worship. 

Purpose  formed  no  doubt  in  days  of  stress  and 
feeling,  kept  Moses  splendid  company  all  along 
life's  way,  and  if  we  follow  that  same  divine  purpose 
we  shall  not  walk  in  darkness,  but  shall  have  the 
light  of  life  ;  and  we  need  direction  in  this  most 
difficult  of  all  the  arts — the  art  of  life.  Purpose  to 
live  right  and  follow  God  always  means  self-denial. 
Fitzgerald  was  anxious  to  have  Carlyle  leave  London : 
''  I  tried  to  persuade  him  to  leave  the  accursed  den  ; 
and  he  wished — but,  but — perhaps  he  did  not  wish 
on  the  whole."  Just  another  case  of  "  Lord,  I  will 
follow  Thee,  but  .  .  ." 
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Now  notice  that  this  prayer  or  purpose  of  Moses 
was  in  men's  view  perfectly  good,  and  yet  it  was 
denied  him.  "  Let  me  go  over  Jordan."  "  Get 
thee  up  to  Pisgah,  but  thou  shalt  not  go  over 
Jordan."  Why  ?  Why  would  God  not  let  him 
see  the  accomplishment  of  all  his  purposes  ?  Why 
not  give  him  his  wish  when  he  left  the  land  of  sin 
and  wealth  and  pleasures  ?  Why,  when  he  was  so 
near  the  summit  of  success  and  the  land  of  all  his 
dreams,  was  it  denied  ?  Why  ? 

All  life  is  full  of  questionings.  Why  did  the 
child  die  ?  Why  did  not  father  live  till  he  saw  his 
children  grow  up  ?  Why  did  that  beautiful  girl 
make  such  a  mess  of  life  ?  Why  did  that  catastrophe 
come  and  wreck  the  fortunes  of  that  good  Christian 
family  ?  Why  ?  Why  ?  Why  ?  ad  infinitum. 

Men  are  impatient  to  know,  and  on  one  occasion 
Moses  lost  his  marvellous  patience,  and  perhaps  for 
that  reason,  and  certainly  for  his  ultimate  good,  he 
was  only  permitted  a  glimpse  of  that  land  on  which 
his  feet  would  never  tread. 

The  desires  and  the  prayers  of  even  the  best  of 
people  are  not  always  for  their  good.  It  was  good 
to  have  had  that  purpose  in  his  heart  all  through 
life — the  purpose  and  desire  to  lead  God's  people 
out  of  sin  and  dishonour  and  slavery  at  His  command 
and  to  bring  them  into  the  beautiful  land  that  was 
promised.  It  was  excellent  that  it  was  in  his  heart 
and  that  through  every  kind  of  difficulty  and 
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pessimism  and  disaster  that  divine  purpose  travelled 
with  him  all  the  way.  Let  us  not  think  that 
our  desires  and  purposes  which  are  right  in  God's 
sight,  and  yet  are  not  accomplished,  have  lost  the 
reward.  It  is  not  so.  Good  purposes  are  never 
cherished  in  vain.  They  are  worth  something  to 
us  and  to  God. 

All  I  could  never  be, 
All  men  ignored  in  me, 
This  I  was  worth  to  God. 

It  is  hard  that  men  cannot  always  realise  their 
purposes  and  tread  their  promised  land,  so  hard, 
that  sometimes  hope  almost  withers  into  despair, 
and  they  think  it  very  unfair  of  fate  to  lure  them  on 
in  life  to  ideals  that  end  only  in  mirage.  But  how 
do  they  know  ?  It  is  not  fair  to  judge  of  any  man's 
life,  even  of  our  own,  till  we  can  see  a  nearer  vision 
of  the  end.  The  Americans  despise  men  they  call 
"  quitters,"  those  who  cowardly  leave  a  job  because 
it  is  hard,  or  looming  with  failure.  The  bravest 
men  are  those  who  "  stick  it  "  even  when  deepest 
hopes  end  in  rebuffs  and  delays  and  disappointments. 

Distinguished  writers  may  portray  the  heavenly 
host  acclaiming  the  dreamer  "  whose  dreams  came 
true."  But  there  is  far  greater  encomiums  awaiting 
the  man  or  woman  whose  purpose  was  right  and 
true  throughout  the  years  of  life,  although  never 
really  fulfilled,  the  encomium  of  the  "Well  done  " 
of  God.  There  was  a  purpose  in  the  heart  of  King 
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David,  from  early  youth — a  purpose  to  build  the 
holy  Temple  of  God  in  Jerusalem  ;  but  late  in  life 
God  told  him  that  it  was  not  to  be.  That  did  not 
make  him  doubt  or  turn  away  from  God.  Oh,  no. 
He  called  together  younger  men  than  he,  and  kept 
before  their  youthful  eyes  the  purpose  still  clinging 
to  his  soul,  that  in  the  years  to  come  a  marvellous 
structure  for  the  worship  of  Jehovah  would  be 
placed  in  the  Holy  City.  Yet  he,  David,  would  not 
build  it ;  but  although  this  purpose,  like  that  of 
Moses,  was  unfulfilled,  he  heard  from  the  highest 
heaven  the  acclamation  of  his  God.  "  Thou  did'st 
well  that  it  was  in  thine  heart." 

There  is  divine  comfort  for  those  who  feel  that 
they  have  failed  to  fulfil  their  early  ideals  and 
purposes.  It  is  hard  to  live  up  to  early  Christian 
aspirations — the  ideals  of  the  time  when  we  gave 
consciously  our  life  to  the  keeping  of  God,  perhaps 
in  the  Sunday  School,  in  Church,  at  first  Communion, 
or  even  lisping  our  prayers  at  a  mother's  knee.  Who 
is  able  to  keep  unsullied  in  a  world  of  sensuous  evil, 
of  family  cares,  of  business  difficulties,  and  of  passions 
unleashed,  the  ideal  purpose,  the  desire  to  live 
faithful  to  God,  ever  in  the  heart  ?  No  one  can 
realise  all  his  aims.  Yet  he  shall  stand  on  the  Mount 
of  Vision  at  the  last,  although  his  feet  may  never 
tread  the  land  of  fulfilment. 

Let  us  never  doubt  that  the  years  of  resolve  and 
endeavour  count  ;  perhaps  these  unseen,  unrecog- 

80 


Good  Purpose  Unfulfilled 

nised  days  are  the  originators  of  the  better  ages. 
These  hours  produce  them,  it  may  not  be  now,  but 
in  years  to  come.  David  purposed ;  Solomon 
built.  Moses  resolved  and  yearned  and  wandered, 
and  trained  a  generation  for  forty  years,  but  he  only 
glanced  across  the  beautiful  land  flowing  with  milk 
and  honey,  for  a  moment ;  Joshua  trod  across  its 
hills  and  valleys,  and  enshrined  in  the  hearts  of  the 
Israelites  the  worship  of  the  true  God.  And  was  it 
not  better  so  ?  To  us  looking  back  to  the  first  years 
of  Joshua  in  Canaan  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  it. 
We  have  all  read  of  the  death  of  Moses,  yet  no  one 
saw  him  die.  Was  it  not  the  tenderness  of  the  God 
he  served  from  early  youth  that  planned  it  all  ? 
We  can  picture  it  all  on  Pisgah's  summit  !  The  old 
man  looked  forward  with  eye  of  sight  and  eye  of  the 
mind,  and  in  that  sublime  moment  it  surpassed  all 
his  dreams ;  it  was  the  land  of  sunlight,  of  plenty, 
and  of  peace.  Gleams  and  full  visions  of  its  glory 
filled  the  old  man's  heart,  and  then  the  finger  of 
God  touched  him  and  God's  angels  carried  that 
soul  that  purposed  for  God,  to  a  far  better  Land 
than  Canaan.  His  purpose  to  tread  with  earthly 
feet  the  Land  of  Promise  was  not  fulfilled,  but,  I 
ask  again,  was  it  not  better  so  ?  His  ideal  was 
unsullied,  but  the  reality  would  have  been  to  him  as 
it  was  to  Joshua,  a  land  of  self-indulgence,  of  misery, 
and  of  idolatry  to  many  of  God's  people.  He 
looked  only  from  the  summit  of  Pisgah,  and  saw 
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nothing  but  love,  beauty,  hope,  and  perfect  life. 
God  did  not  let  him  tread  the  land  of  Canaan 
because  He  knew  best,  and  He  is  love,  and  true  love 
is  wise.  So  let  us  keep  in  life  the  divine  purpose 
unsullied,  and  let  us  remember  if  our  better  aims 
are  never  quite  fulfilled,  that  we  are  climbing  the 
hill,  and  God  has  His  best  at  the  summit. 
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VII 
Of  Lover  and  Friend  Bereft 


Lover  and  friend  hast  Thou  put  far  from  me,  and  mine 
acquaintance  into  darkness. 

THE  BOOK  OF  PSALMS. 

In  His  hands  we  are  safe.     We  falter  on  through  storm  and  mire  : 
Above,  beside,  around  us,  there  is  One  will  never  tire. 

FRANCES  POWER  COBBE, 


VIII 
Of  Lover  and  Friend  Bereft 

SADNESS  reaches  its  climax  in  this  Psalm.  It  is  a 
most  pathetic  cry  of  some  poor  suffering  soul,  the 
lament  of  one  who  had  really  no  hope  on  earth  and 
no  dreams  of  a  beyond.  Commentators  are  un 
certain  who  wrote  the  poem,  and  they  cannot  tell 
what  was  the  trouble  of  the  writer.  The  singer 
pitches  his  notes  in  a  minor  key,  and  continues  in  a 
melancholy  strain.  Of  all  human  support,  the 
singer  is  forsaken ;  lovers,  friends  and  acquaint 
ances  he  had  none.  He  could  not  look  beyond  the 
grave,  for  Sheol  to  the  ancient  Jew  was  a  land  of 
no  hope,  no  knowledge,  and  no  uprising.  In 
contrast  to  this  is  the  faith  Christianity  has 
engendered  in  the  hearts  of  men.  If  there  be 
leprosy  of  body  there  is  an  antidote  ;  if  distemper 
of  soul,  there  is  an  anodyne  ;  but  this  ancient  sufferer 
had  no  nepenthe  for  all  his  pains.  He  had  not  even 
the  touch  of  a  human  hand,  for  friends,  lovers  and 
acquaintances  Fate  had  banished  far  away. 
Think  for  a  little  what  life  would  be 

(i)  Without  an  Acquaintance. 

Most  people  want  to  know  others.     They  wish 
introductions  so  that  they  may  become  acquainted 
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with  their  fellows.  This  may  happen  casually  or  of 
set  purpose.  Casual  acquaintances  are  just  like 
books.  You  may  find  one  on  a  railway  journey  or 
you  may  take  one  up  to  pass  the  time.  This  book 
may  help  you  to  be  oblivious  of  the  passing  miles, 
and  it  may  become  so  interesting  that  you  make  up 
your  mind  to  keep  it  when  your  journey  is  over,  and 
finally  it  may  merge  into  the  circle  of  your  book 
friends.  Most  people  going  away  pack  in  their  bag 
some  books  for  holiday  reading.  It  is  always  a  wise 
rule  to  include  at  least  one  author  you  have  never 
read  before.  It  may  chance  to  be  Dickens,  Steven 
son,  Tennyson  or  Browning.  Lying  on  the  cliffs 
on  a  summer  day  you  lift  Tennyson  and  you  are 
fascinated  with  the  music  and  the  charm  of  "  Locksley 
Hall,"  and  in  future  you  are  resolved  that  Tennyson 
shall  be  included  in  the  circle  of  your  friends.  Sitting 
on  the  heathery  hills  you  may  on  the  other  hand  get 
introduced  to  Robert  Hichens.  You  are  drawn  by 
the  psychic  novelty  of  "  Flames,"  and  its  hypnotic 
imaginings.  But  while  you  enjoy  him,  you  will  not 
pursue  him.  He  will  be  kept  as  an  acquaintance, 
but  not  as  a  friend. 

It  is  just  the  same  with  people.  Casually  you 
may  become  acquainted  with  strangers  on  holiday 
or  elsewhere.  They  may  be  very  pleasant,  likeable 
and  courteous,  but  they  can  never  be  more  to  you 
than  acquaintances.  They  don't  appeal  to  you  and 
cannot  enter  into  the  deeper  feelings  of  your  life. 
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Others,  however,  of  very  brief  acquaintanceship, 
soon  become  much  closer,  and  if  time  permits,  and 
circumstances  allow,  you  enter  them  in  the  number 
of  familiar  friends.  Think  in  pity  of  this  poor 
writer  of  the  Psalm,  who  had  not  even  an 
acquaintance. 

Think  again  what  life  would  be 

(2)  Without  a  Friend! 

The  holiday  season  is  one  of  the  most  fascinating 
times  of  the  year.  To  the  young  especially  it  takes 
on  the  spirit  of  adventure.  It  is  the  call  of  the 
unknown  the  unlimited  and  unconfmed,  and  its 
great  value  is  to  give  other  thoughts  apart  from  those 
of  self.  Dr.  W.  J.  Dawson  said  in  summing  up  the 
spirit  of  John  Wesley  : 

Languor  was  not  in  his  heart, 
Weakness  not  in  his  word, 
Weariness  not  in  his  brow. 

One  would  have  thought  he  was  describing  the 
spirit  of  the  holidays  when  languor  and  weariness 
so  often  disappear. 

The  holidays  appeal  to  the  young,  for  they  have 
the  genius  for  friendship,  and  while  acquaintance 
ship  is  pleasant,  friendship  is  beautiful ;  and  one 
recalls  the  Biblical  instance  of  David  and  Jonathan, 
knit  together  as  twin  souls,  inseparable  in  life,  and 
unsevered  in  heart,  even  in  death. 
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It  was  said  that  Horace  Walpole  had  only  one 
friend,  Marshall  Conway,  but  that  is  not  true.  A 
very  beautiful  friendship  came  into  his  life  at  the 
advanced  age  of  seventy-three.  He  became 
acquainted  with  the  sisters  Mary  and  Agnes  Berry, 
when  they  were  only  twenty-three  and  twenty-two 
respectively.  He  wrote  to  the  Countess  of  Ossory 
that  they  were  the  most  perfect  creatures  of  their 
age,  he  had  ever  seen.  They  were  left  motherless 
when  Mary  was  only  twelve,  and  with  a  father  who 
was  helpless  and  needed  mothering  ;  and  yet  they 
drew  to  them  the  real  and  lasting  friendship  of 
Horace  Walpole,  Thackeray  and  Lord  Broughton, 
and  to  the  end  of  their  days  they  kept  the  friendship 
of  the  greatest ;  and  what  was  even  finer,  a  devoted 
regard  and  a  true  love  for  each  other. 

Who  will  ever  forget  the  hand  that  penned  the 
"  Life  of  Samuel  Johnson,"  the  inimitable  James 
Boswell,  a  true  and  faithful  Scotsman !  He  made  up 
his  mind  that  he  would  get  to  know  Johnson  and  from 
the  very  first  that  strange  passion  of  friendship  sprung 
up  never  to  be  extinguished — a  friendship  that 
marriage  never  dimmed  and  even  the  hard  sayings 
of  Johnson  never  destroyed.  It  was  exceptional 
and  remarkable,  but  the  world  would  have  been 
much  poorer  without  the  friendship  of  Boswell  and 
Johnson. 

Now  there  must  be  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  this  great  kingdom,  many  lonely  persons, 
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like  this  Psalmist,  who  are  without  friends.  A  youth 
or  a  girl  in  a  big,  cold  city,  may  live  a  long  time 
without  a  true  friend. 

The  Society  of  Friends,  or  "  Quakers,"  has  a 
beautiful  system  of  introducing  strangers  to  friends 
in  a  city  or  village.  This  is  the  certificate  they 
issue  : 

Dear  Friends, 

Mary  Smith,  a   member  of  this  Meeting,   has  removed  to 

S in  the  compass  of  yours,  and  upon  inquiries  made  relative 

to  her  conduct,  nothing  appears  to  prevent  the  issuing  of  a 
certificate  on  her  behalf.  We  therefore  recommend  her  to  your 
Christian  care  and  remain  with  love  your  friends. 

Signed  on  behalf  of  the  Monthly  Meeting, 

,  Clerk. 

This  is  a  fine  system,  and  might  well  be  copied  by 
other  societies  as  well  as  Friends.  Members  of  a 
Church  should  see  to  it  that  strangers  should  be 
introduced  to  desirable  people,  for  we  must  never 
forget  that  the  Christian  Church  was  founded  by 
Him  who  was  the  Friend  of  the  friendless  and  the 
lost.  The  Church  should  therefore  be  the  nursery 
for  true  friendships. 

One  can  never  forget  the  kindness  of  the  Earl 
of  Glencairn  for  the  penniless  and  friendless  Robert 
Burns.  His  "  Lament  "  which  has  made  his  friend 
immortal,  was  composed  de  profundis. 
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The  friendless  bard,  and  rustic  song 

Become  alike  thy  fostering  care. 
The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee. 
But  I'll  remember  thee,  Glencairn, 

And  a'  that  thou  hast  done  for  me. 

The  great  value  of  a  friend  is  in  his  helping  one 
to  be  a  better  man  or  woman.  If  people  have  not 
that  influence,  they  should  be  kept  on  the  outside 
circle.  A  true  friend  appeals  to  the  heart,  inspires, 
consoles,  and  makes  the  drudgery  of  life  bearable. 
We  are  the  happier,  wiser  and  stronger  for  the 
intercourse  of  a  friend. 

No  one  in  these  days  need  be  without  a  friend, 
for  there  are  real  friendships  in  books  as  well  as  in 
people.  Thousands  become  the  friend  of  Tennyson 
through  his  "  In  Memoriam  "  of  Arthur  Hallam. 
It  is  said  that  when  he  died  and  was  buried  in 
Westminster  Abbey,  a  host  of  city  business  men 
left  everything  to  stand  beside  his  grave  and  pay 
the  last  tribute  to  friendship.  One  of  them  had  got 
his  book  when  his  life  was  bruised  and  disappointed. 
From  that  moment  he  felt  that  he  had  a  true  friend, 
one  even  closer  than  a  brother.  He  came  away  from 
Westminster  repeating  the  lines  of  his  author  friend : 

Three  dead  men  have  I  loved, 
And  thou  wert  last  of  the  three. 

The  friendship  of  books  and  humanity  may  be 
close,  but  One  is  closer  still.  The  Friend  that  John 
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saw  on  Patmos  Paul  leaned   on  in   the   dungeon. 
This  Friend  can  never  deceive  you,  for  He  is  the 
source    and   goal    of    all   lasting   friendship.     The 
Psalmist  whoever  he  was  had  not  that  true  Friend. 
But  think  further  what  life  would  be 

(3)  Without  a  Lover  ! 

The  word  is  not  meant  here  in  the  narrow 
meaning  of  love  between  the  sexes.  A  male  acquaint 
ance  may  become  a  friend  to  another  man,  and  after 
wards  a  lover.  We  often  hear  a  man  say  of  another, 
"  I  love  that  man."  You  hear  sometimes  a  woman 
say  of  another,  "  I  love  that  woman."  Boswell 
loved  Johnson.  David  loved  Jonathan.  A  host  of 
girls  loved  Agnes  Weston.  The  truest  and  most 
enduring  loves  may  be  those  which  are  free  from 
the  thought  of  sex  at  all. 

Love  exalts,  idealises,  and  adores.  It  creates  an 
atmosphere.  What  boy  ever  forgets  the  ideal  of 
that  perfect  love  he  has  felt  for  a  good  mother.  She 
visualises  everything  that  is  pure  and  sweet  to  him. 
There  are  men  of  over  sixty,  whose  eyes  fill  with 
tears  when  that  sweet  face  looms  before  them  in 
their  dreams  of  the  daytime.  That  was  the  kind 
of  love  Charles  Lamb's  sister  had  for  him,  and 
Dorothy  Wordsworth  had  for  her  poet  brother. 

One  of  many  priceless  idylls  of  the  Great  War 
was  written  by  the  mother  of  young  Tennant  of 
the  Guards,  and  one  of  the  finest  things  in  modern 
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family  life  was  the  wonderful  love  that  existed 
between  that  mother  and  son,  and  a  letter,  that  time 
will  only  glorify,  was  written  to  her  the  night  before 
he  went  over  the  top  and  paid  the  supreme  sacrifice. 

There  may  be  still  lovers  like  that  man  who  heard 
Robertson  of  Brighton  preach,  then  went  and  bought 
his  photograph  and  put  it  in  an  inner  room  of  his 
shop,  and  when  he  was  tempted  to  do  wrong  or 
mean  things  he  went  in  and  looked  at  the  photo 
graph.  Many  a  youth  or  girl  has  loved  the  man 
or  woman  who  led  their  souls  aright,  and  surely  life 
would  be  drearier  without  a  lover  like  that. 

There  is  also  the  love  that  enters  into  true 
marriages,  and  which  may  have  been  in  the  Psalmist's 
mind.  The  lover  he  mentions  may  or  may  not  have 
been  his  wife.  If  she  deserted  him  in  the  time  of 
trouble,  there  cannot  have  been  the  only  bond  that 
makes  marriage  sacred.  When  it  exists  home  is  a 
refuge. 

Tom  Hood  on  one  occasion  wrote  to  his  wife, 
"  I  never  was  anything  till  I  knew  you." 

George  MacDonald,  the  writer  of  "Robert 
Falconer,"  used  to  escape  from  the  worry  of  the 
study,  and  of  thinking  and  originating  plots,  to  that 
charming  retreat  of  the  Ji 'reside  where  his  wife  was 
the  centre  of  a  circle  of  young  people  full  of  song 
and  story. 

The  letters  of  Robert  Browning  and  Elizabeth 
Barrett,  his  wife,  are  almost  too  sacred  for  publication, 
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and  read  like  a  rare  romance.  In  all  these  cases 
love  was  enshrined.  If  that  is  enshrined  in  the 
heart  of  a  father,  heart  of  a  mother,  heart  of  a  wife, 
or  heart  of  a  brother — a  heart  which  never  doubts, 
never  forsakes,  never  mistrusts,  there  cannot  arise 
the  Psalmist's  cry,  "  lover,  friend  and  acquaintance 
hast  Thou  put  away  from  me." 

There  may  indeed  be  some  lives  that  are  bereft 
of  all  these  and  yet  may  be  at  rest,  because  they  have 
heard  of  a  Man  who  can  be  a  hiding  place  from  the 
wind  and  a  covert  from  the  tempest;  of  One  who 
was  the  lover  of  Lazarus  and  Mary  and  Martha, 
and  the  friend  of  Matthew,  James,  Stephen,  and  them 
all.  He  is  the  true  Lover  of  all  the  ages,  who 
never  changes,  never  wearies,  never  discourages 
and  never  grows  old — a  Lover  eternal  because  He 
has  partaken  of  the  perfect  essence  of  the  Creator 
God.  "  We  falter  on  through  storm  and  mire. 
Above,  beside,  around  us  there  is  One  will  never 
tire." 
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IX 
The  Open  Door 


Behold,  I  have  set  before  thee  an  open  door,  and  no  man 
can  shut  it. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  REVELATION. 

But  now  I  am  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  saucy  doubts  and  fears. 

SHAKESPEARE  in  MACBETH. 


IX 
The   Open    Door 

I  THINK  it  was  Henry  Vaughan  who  wrote  : 

There  is  in  God — some  say, 

A  deep  but  dazzling  darkness  ;    as  men  here 
Say  it  is  late  and  dusky,  because  they 

See  not  all  clear. 

To  find  one's  way  in  life  is  far  from  being  easy, 
because  there  is  in  every  pathway  and  in  every  heart 
much  that  is  very  dark  as  well  as  much  that  is 
dazzling.  The  dazzle  blinds  us  almost  more  than 
the  darkness,  and  often  on  the  paths  of  life  we  cannot 
find  God  in  the  way.  To  man  as  man,  at  times, 
even  civilisation  in  certain  epochs  seems  trivial  and 
unavailing  ;  he  is  hemmed  in  by  limitations,  and 
does  not  seem  to  find  a  way  out.  The  French  put 
it  succinctly  in  epigram  :  "  A  little  hoping,  a  little 
dreaming,  and  then  good-night." 

Humanity  has  had  to  go  through  many  dark 
epochs  in  history  and  the  burden  has  very  often 
been  placed  on  one  man  to  find  the  way  out,  or 
discover  somewhere  amidst  professions  and  wrongs 
and  sorrows  some  open  door. 
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The  genius  of  man  all  through  the  centuries  has 
been  his  success  in  rinding  his  way  out,  or  in  dis 
covering  or  forcing  his  way  to  an  open  door. 

The  story  of  romance  is  the  history  of  humanity 
finding  the  open  door.  Early  in  human  story,  the 
most  refined  enlightened  and  spiritual  people  in 
God's  great  world,  were  completely  enslaved  by  a 
half-civilised  material  lustful  and  godless  people, 
and  held  in  thraldom  by  them.  They  were  in  bitter 
bondage,  completely  helpless,  and  nothing  could  be 
done.  They  appeared  utterly  impotent  to  find 
some  open  door  out  of  bondage  and  sin  and  oppres 
sion.  Suddenly  there  was  a  voice  and  a  ray  of  light 
pointing  to  a  door  just  perceptibly  ajar.  Could  it 
be  opened  into  freedom  and  to  that  land  of  eternal 
longings  ?  Men  and  women  in  every  age  have 
bemoaned  their  fate,  and  felt  their  oppression  when 
defrauded  of  rights,  robbed  of  purity,  stung  by 
taunts,  and  battered  by  might — the  might  of  inferior 
enemies.  Goaded  by  a  spirit  of  oppression,  they 
sometimes  break  loose  and  make  a  mad  rush  to  find 
the  door.  But  a  better  way  is  to  listen  to  the  voice 
of  the  Eternal  and  look  for  that  finger  that  points 
always  to  the  Open  Door.  That  voice  spoke  to 
Moses  and  said  :  "  Come  now,  and  I  will  send  thee 
that  thou  mayest  bring  forth  My  people."  He 
hesitated,  but  the  finger  pointed  to  the  door  hardly 
ajar,  and  he  took  up  the  challenge,  and  the  burden, 
and  bore  the  cares  and  intolerable  ingratitude  of  the 


The  Open  Door 

people  whom  he  led  to  the  door  of  the  Red  Sea, 
which  opened  into  Canaan  and  emancipation,  and 
the  religion  of  the  Eternal  God. 

Mankind  is  not  all  oppressed  by  cruelties  and 
haunted  by  wrongs  like  the  Israelites  in  Egypt,  and 
yet  there  is  incessantly  the  cry  of  the  heart  for 
an  Open  Door.  The  humdrum  tasks,  constant 
drudgery,  conventional  restraints,  and  internal 
rebellions  of  much  that  stands  for  life,  arouse  in 
many,  antagonism  against  what  they  think  is  odious 
monotony  and  surging  through  the  flowing  blood  is 
the  longing  to  escape.  "  If  I  could  only  get  away 
there  "  ;  "  If  I  could  be  in  his  position  "  ;  "  If  I 
could  get  that  exquisite  pleasure,  that  romantic 
experience  "  ;  "  If  I  could  sway  the  crowd  like  the 
politician,  or  influence  men  for  good  like  the  minister, 
or  heal  the  bodies  of  men  like  the  doctor  "  ;  "  If  I 
could  only  get  out  of  my  narrow  life  of  cares  and 
limitations  and  escape  through  some  open  door 
into  theirs  how  perfectly  happy  should  I  be."  These 
are  the  surmises,  expectations,  but  what  is  the 
reality  ? 

Swayed  by  such  desires,  although  many  of  these 
are  perfectly  right,  the  surging  passions  have  often 
blundered.  "  O  Liberty,"  exclaimed  Madame 
Roland  on  her  way  to  the  scaffold,  "  what  crimes 
have  been  perpetrated  in  thy  name."  Wordsworth 
pleaded  for  freedom  and  worked  for  it,  but  the 
Revolution  became  "  The  Terror,"  and  grew  into 
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the  despotism  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  and  he  was 
bitterly  disappointed.  Many  people  now  would 
prefer  the  monarchy  to  the  excitable  mediocrity  of 
the  present  rulers  of  the  French  Republic. 

In  all  desires  for  escape  from  present  surroundings 
people  forget  that  the  other  side  of  the  open  door 
may  have  just  as  many  difficulties  as  this.  When 
David  was  a  lad  he  longed  to  get  far  away  from  the 
wells  and  the  hills  of  Bethlehem,  and  he  got  away 
through  the  door  that  opened  into  Royalty,  and 
then  he  cried  when  quite  old  and  full  of  royal  cares, 
to  get  back  again.  "  Oh,  that  one  would  give  me 
drink  from  the  well  of  Bethlehem  which  is  at  the 
gate."  Most  people,  if  they  could  get  the  cry  of  the 
heart  answered,  would  find  that  the  difficulties  of 
the  other  place,  the  position  of  the  other  fellow,  is 
just  as  wearisome  and  unsatisfying  as  their  own. 
The  best  antidote  for  inordinate  cravings  is  that  of 
the  inspired  writer,  "  I  have  learned  in  whatsoever 
state  I  am  therewith  to  be  content."  "  I  have  set 
before  thee  an  open  door." 

The  whole  world  at  present  seems  to  think  that 
the  door  is  closed  against  it.  The  masses,  the  classes, 
the  politicians,  and  others  are  wholly  bent  on 
opening  some  door  that  is  closed.  Among  members 
of  the  Christian  Church  and  patriots  and  even 
parsons,  there  is  this  incessant  thumping  at  the  door. 
Those  that  are  out  want  to  get  in,  for  they  think 
they  are  missing  something,  and  those  that  are  in 
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are  knocking  to  get  out,  for  they  imagine  wealth 
and  jewels  and  plenty  are  all  waiting  without.  Every 
day  there  is  fresh  knocking  and  a  new  cry.  Com 
munism,  Sinn  Feinism,  Bolshevism,  and  other  "  isms  " 
rise  and  run  and  knock  and  knock  and  demand  an 
open  door.  War  was  expected  to  open  to  some 
nations  the  gates  of  Paradise,  but  instead  it  has 
closed  them  into  something  like  the  environs  of  Hell. 
Since  the  war,  who  is  not  tired  to  death  of  their 
knocking,  and  their  shouting,  and  their  striking,  and 
bickerings  of  politicians  and  reformers,  and  their  mad 
rushing  here  and  there  to  find  the  door !  It  would 
be  all  very  contemptible  were  it  not  far  too  serious 
and  pathetic  to  behold  the  state  of  affairs.  There 
must  be  something  wrong  in  the  heart  or  in  the 
outlook  of  men  or  nations  when  such  a  cataclysm 
overtakes  them.  There  must  surely  be  some  blind 
ness  of  soul  when  they  cannot  find  the  door  and  yet 
there  are  hundreds  of  really  good  people  these  days 
who  feel  "  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,"  and  are 
longing  for  a  clear  way  out  to  the  light  of  God. 
Men  may  have  built  in  thought  a  deep  darkness 
around  the  loving  God,  but  He  is  not  darkness.  He 
is  the  Light  of  the  world  and  of  the  heart  of  man. 
What  is  wrong  when  we  cannot  see  the  light  and 
cannot  find  the  door  ?  The  way  out  of  our  troubles 
and  follies  and  unbeliefs  and  discontent  is  close 
beside  us  every  day.  The  Church  of  Philadelphia 
was  in  a  maze  of  doubt  and  wanderings,  and  far  away 
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on  a  lonely  island  God  called  to  John  and  he  wrote 
to  the  Philadelphians,  "  Behold,  I  set  before  you 
an  open  door."  And  into  these  trembling,  hope 
less,  aching,  restless  lives  would  come  the  memory 
of  Him  who  exclaimed  "  I  am  the  Door."  That 
Door  opens  into  a  new  world.  Our  deserts  become 
gardens,  our  cabined  prisons  glorious  cathedrals, 
when  we  see  Christ  and  enter  the  open  door.  Saul 
Kane,  in  Masefield's  "  Everlasting  Mercy,"  was 
gloriously  free  from  discontent  and  unbelief  when 
he  saw  the  Christ,  and  everything  was  beautiful 
in  life  : 

O  Christ,  who  holds  the  open  gate  ; 
O  Christ,  who  drives  the  furrows  straight ; 
O  Christ,  the  plough,  O  Christ,  the  laughter, 
Of  holy  white  birds  flying  after. 

That  is  the  only  door  that  opens  out  to  eternal 
blessedness  and  peace,  and  a  spiritual  awakening 
or  renewal  of  soul  is  the  only  panacea  for  a  blinded 
world  and  conscious  human  woes. 

Through  every  generation,  though  it  may  not 
know  it,  the  human  heart  keeps  crying  "  Oh,  that  I 
knew  where  I  might  find  Him,"  and  it  thinks  it  can 
find  Him  by  going  through  its  own  doors  and  mazes 
and  pathways,  but  it  cannot  until  it  sees  divine  love 
pointing  to  the  writing  on  the  portal,  "  God 
commendeth  His  love  toward  us,  in  that  while  we 
were  yet  sinners  Christ  died  for  us." 
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Browning  says  in  "  Saul  "  : 

A  hand  like  this  hand 

Shall  throw  open  the  gates  of  new  life  to  thee, 
See  the  Christ  stand. 

The  beloved  Apostle  John,  looking  across  the 
waters  breaking  on  the  lonely  shores  of  Patmos, 
writes  to  the  Churches  on  the  mainland,  "  Behold, 
I  set  before  thee  an  open  door." 

Blessed  Door  to  hope  and  heaven  and  life 
immortal. 
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Ideal  Socialism 


So  we,  being  many  are  one  body  in  Christ,  and  every  one 
members  one  of  another. 

ST.  PAUL  in  the  EPISTLE  TO  THE  ROMANS. 

That  which  is  not  for  the  interest  of  the  whole  swarm  is  not 
for  the  interest  of  a  single  bee. 

MARCUS  AURELIUS. 


Ideal  Socialism 

SOCIETIES  of  different  kinds  may  be  excellent  in 
many  ways,  but  they  have  a  tendency  to  become 
narrow  and  selfish.  Members  of  the  human  family 
are  bound  together,  interlaced  and  interdependent 
like  the  individual  members  of  the  human  body. 
Life  is  not  centred  in  one  family,  or  one  country, 
or  one  empire.  We  may  think  so  at  times,  but  it 
soon  becomes  apparent  that  a  family  or  an  empire 
even  cannot  go  far  in  isolation  and  alone.  The 
nations  of  Central  Europe  have  found  that  out  to 
their  cost.  The  world  was  terrorised  and  brow 
beaten  for  a  time  by  the  mailed  fist  of  one  Empire, 
but  the  assassin  nearly  strangled  himself,  and  has 
now  to  be  nurtured  and  kept  alive  by  the  clemency 
and  resources  of  the  nations  he  attempted  to  ruin 
and  destroy. 

A  trade  strike  even  cannot  throttle  the  nation  so 
much  as  such  an  action  can  paralyse  the  homes  and 
interests  and  resources  of  its  own  members.  Revenge 
and  reprisals — all  very  satisfying  to  human  nature 
wronged  or  outraged — can  be  carried  to  no  successful 
issue  by  the  avenger,  as  we  know  from  the  experience 

107 


Sunlit  Hopes 

of  nations  and  individuals  especially  during  the  last 
few  years.  Revenge  leads  to  other  revenges,  and 
reprisal  to  other  reprisals.  It  is  human  to  try,  but 
it  cannot  result  in  the  lasting  good  of  society  because 
of  the  dependence  of  each  life  and  nation  and 
family  on  that  of  the  other.  An  individual  or  a 
class  or  a  brotherhood  may  imagine  that  it  can  plough 
its  lonely  furrow  or  climb  life's  ladder  alone,  or  act 
in  isolation  or  antagonism  to  every  other,  but  it  is 
impossible  if  there  is  any  regard  for  the  ultimate 
good  of  the  world. 

I  am  not  condemning  loyalty  to  one's  own  class 
or  clan  or  country.  Far  from  it,  because  that  is 
an  honourable  virtue,  and  should  be  cultivated. 
It  is  the  condemnation  of  one  class  or  section  of 
people  by  the  other,  that  one  cannot  recognise  as 
just. 

The  old  prophet  Ezekiel  was  carried  captive 
with  king  Jehoiachim  to  the  banks  of  the  river 
Chebar.  He  writhed  against  the  wrongs  and  sins 
the  people  seemed  to  have  committed  ;  then  he 
came  down  among  them,  sat  where  they  sat,  saw 
their  trials,  felt  their  needs  and  "  remained  among 
them  astonished  seven  days."  Then  sympathy  and 
pity  stole  into  his  heart  and  there  was  little  or  no 
more  condemnation  because  he  understood. 

If  the  clerk  could  sit  beside  the  artisan,  and  the 
shopkeeper  live  for  seven  days  with  the  ploughman, 
and  the  lecturer  with  the  labourer,  and  if  the 
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Socialist  could  exchange  a  week's  confidences  with 
the  Conservative,  and  if  each  would  enter  into  the 
other's  feelings  and  trials  and  temptations  and  view 
points  and  motives  and  hopes,  there  would  be  a 
wonderful  mingling  of  sympathy  and  mellowing  of 
antagonisms  and  understanding  of  the  other  side, 
because  after  all,  the  old  Book  is  never  far  out,  and 
Paul  states  a  basic  fact  when  he  says,  "  We  are  all 
members  one  of  another." 

There  is  always  danger  of  the  exclusive  narrowing 
influence  of  any  class  or  creed.  The  years  have 
taught  us  that  good  as  any  ideal  may  be  for  a  certain 
period  or  epoch  or  class  it  tends  to  arrogant  assump 
tions  if  it  closes  its  soul  to  every  ideal  of  every  other 
class  or  period.  We  are  all  proud  of  the  historic 
stand  our  ancestors,  the  old  Covenanters  and 
Cameronians,  made  for  certain  principles,  but  with 
charity  we  cannot  but  see  that  they  failed  because 
they  did  not  open  their  minds  to  the  new  thoughts 
and  aims  of  the  rising  generation.  Puritanism,  both 
North  and  South  of  the  Border,  was  a  great  religious 
movement,  but  it  was  arrested  by  the  exclusiveness 
of  great  and  clever  men  who  could  see  no  good  in  the 
motives  and  aspirations  of  some  who  had  a  very 
wide  vision.  Changing  conditions  produce  new 
motives  and  aims ;  and  if  the  great  religious  world 
that  adheres  to  the  faith  of  Jesus  Christ  could  only 
bear  in  mind  that  underlying  all  differences  and  even 
ideals  is  the  same  human  heart,  the  inward  soul, 
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the  craving  and  hunger  for  the  things  that  earth 
can  never  fully  satisfy,  there  would  be  the  impulse 
of  concentration  to  cleave  to  the  things  that  matter 
in  the  Kingdom  of  God  and  try  to  harmonise,  or 
even  look  over,  the  things  that  estrange  and  separate. 

Over  the  doorway  of  the  Cathedral  of  Milan  is 
the  inscription,  "  Only  the  eternal  is  important." 
That  is  really  the  thing  that  counts  ;  if  the  Church 
with  all  her  divisions  and  varying  motives  and 
changing  politics  and  theological  dogmas  would 
fix  her  faith  on  One  who  is  eternal  and  unchangeable, 
the  things  of  earth  could  have  no  power  to  harm  her. 

Classes  and  clans  and  societies  and  political 
and  theological  creeds  can  be  very  sectional  and 
narrow,  and  they  have  their  own  remedies,  each  for 
its  own  section,  but  in  this  old  world  of  advancing 
thought  we  need  something  far  higher  and  greater, 
or  Someone  who  can  meet  the  universal  need  of  the 
human  heart.  Can  communism  and  other  political 
and  socialistic  creeds  do  it  ?  Their  own  best 
friends  say  they  have  failed.  And  why  ?  Because 
there  can  be  no  millennium  without  principles 
that  are  spiritual  and  eternal,  and  many  of 
their  systems  claim  to  be  independent  of  these. 
The  Greatest  Teacher  that  ever  lived  said  :  "  Man 
cannot  live  by  bread  alone,  but  by  every  word  that 
proceedeth  out  of  the  mouth  of  God."  There  can 
be  no  millennium  without  Him  who  uttered  these 
words  and  the  eternal  truth  that  is  in  them.  He 
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is  the  only  One  who  can  meet  the  universal  need  of 
the  human  heart,  and  His  Church,  which  stands  for 
the  spiritual  and  eternal,  can  best  uplift  and  redeem 
and  save  a  stricken  and  suffering  world.  Paul  was 
writing  to  a  Church  that  he  had  formed  in  Rome, 
when  he  said,  "  We  being  many  are  one  body  in 
Christ,  and  every  one  members  one  of  another." 
The  world  can  never  save  itself  ;  it  has  not  the 
impulsion.  It  does  not  worry  over  the  lost  and  fallen 
and  sinful  of  the  human  race  because  it  lays  no 
stress  on  the  spiritual  and  eternal,  but  the  Church 
has  these  attributes  and  the  dynamic  of  the  Cross 
has  continual  power  to  heal  and  soothe  and  cleanse 
the  broken  lives  of  men. 

Society  and  class  and  creed,  even  in  the  Church 
militant,  which  is  far  from  perfect,  can  be  very 
narrow  and  intolerant  but  we  should  always  remem 
ber  that  Christ — the  Master  of  Life — is  very  broad. 
He  sent  His  ambassadors,  not  to  any  one  class, 
but  into  all  the  world,  to  the  high  and  low,  the  rich 
and  poor,  the  white  and  black,  the  yellow  and  the 
red  ;  to  every  class  and  community  and  race  ;  to 
the  traveller  and  the  workman,  the  soldier  and  the 
intellectual,  the  clerk  the  shopman  and  the  little 
child.  To  them  all  He  sent  His  apostles,  mission 
aries  and  ministers,  to  invite  and  welcome  and  say 
on  His  behalf,  "  Come  unto  Me,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest."  Amidst  all  the  complexity  of  life  Jesus  is 
simple  and  tolerant.  The  Great  War  has  taught  us 
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what  was  a  simple  truth  in  the  early  Church — that 
the  ideals  of  other  nations  are  excellent  also  when 
set  alight  by  the  power  of  the  Cross. 

It  was  thought  by  many  when  we  were  passing 
through  the  realities  and  agonies  and  tragedies  of 
war  and  facing  the  great  Beyond,  that  when  it  should 
all  be  over  there  would  be  a  great  desire  for  quiet 
ness  and  the  simple  life,  and  conventionalities  and 
artificialities  would  disappear  for  ever.  The  reality 
is  very  different  to  most  men's  anticipations.  But 
perhaps  it  may  largely  depend  on  what  many  under 
stand  by  the  simple  life.  So-called  simplicity  can 
have  its  narrow  prejudices  and  the  ignorant  etiquette 
of  a  cottage  or  a  village  can  be  just  as  burdensome 
and  exacting  as  that  of  the  palace  or  mansion  house. 
True  simplicity  is  not  restricted  to  any  class  or 
place  ;  it  is  of  the  heart,  and  partakes  of  the  gentle 
ness  of  God.  We  need  that  spirit  to  see  some  good 
in  the  worst  and  have  charity  even  for  the  highest. 

This  world's  no  blot  for  us. 

Nor  blank  ;    it  means  intensity  and  it  meaneth  good, 
To  find  its  meaning  is  my  meat  and  drink. 

That  is  the  problem  facing  most  of  us  to-day— 
to  find  the  true  meaning  of  life.  We  can  solve  the 
problem  by  looking  into  the  heart  of  the  Master  of 
Life  and  seeing  with  His  loving  eyes.  He  taught 
that  the  true  meaning  of  life  is  spiritual  and  the 
Church  for  which  He  died  stands  for  that  quality 
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alone  which  "lives  eternal"  ;  and  so  she  cannot  be 
browbeaten  or  driven  from  her  charter  by  the  world 
or  any  other  power.  When  the  Pharisees  tried  by 
wiliness  to  waylay  Him,  He  called  them  hypocrites 
and  whited  sepulchres,  and  went  steadfastly  to 
Jerusalem. 

The  Church  has  in  all  ages  held  up  the  banner  of 
Christ  and  kept  it  flying  ;  and  she  is  keeping  it  flying 
to-day  amidst  the  aftermath  of  war  and  the  aching 
hearts  and  broken  lives  of  men.  The  fiery  Cross 
is  still  ablaze  and  will  yet  subvert  dispeace  and 
militarism  and  atheism  and  the  irreligion  of  a  world 
in  tears. 

There  is  room  these  days  for  true  men  and 
women  in  the  Church.  The  ideal  kind  of  Socialism 
is  found  under  the  blood-stained  banner  and  brother 
hood  of  the  Cross.  It  is  very  unfortunate  for  the 
best  welfare  of  humanity  that  the  influence  of  many 
societies  and  classes  of  men  is  set  now  in  surprising 
ignorance  against  it ;  unfortunate,  because  in  their 
own  woof  of  arrogant  antagonism  they  are  warping 
themselves  to  death,  and  wrapping  their  hearts  like 
Egyptian  mummies  against  the  rejuvenating  life  of 
God.  That  is  the  true  life  for  which  we  should  as 
brothers  stand  together,  and  fight  the  fight  of 
faith.  That  faith  is  the  ultimate  reality,  the  one 
thing  that  stands  eternal  in  the  last  resort. 

When  Luther  was  making  his  last  courageous 
stand  for  God,  they  sent  an  ambassador  from  Rome 


Sunlit  Hopes 

to  browbeat  him.  That  dignitary  pictured  before 
his  mind  all  the  might  and  pomp  and  power  opposed 
to  him  "  Where  will  you  be,  little  monk,  in  the  face 
of  all  these  ?  "  "  There,  as  now,"  said  Luther, 
"  in  the  hands  of  Almighty  God." 

That  is  the  truest  manhood  that  trusts  in  the 
Father  God,  and  ideal  brotherhood  that  cleaves  to  the 
spirituality  of  life,  and  real  Socialism  that  can  pray 
for  Love  Eternal  to  reign  in  the  lives  of  men. 
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Discontent  shall  Disappear 


I  shall  be  satisfied  when  I  awake  with  Thy  likeness. 

THE  BOOK  OF  PSALMS. 

To  waste  long  nights  in  pensive  discontent  : 
To  fret  thy  soule  with  crosses  and  with  cares, 
To  eate  thy  heart  through  comfortlesse  dispairs. 

SPENSER,  MOTHER  HUBBERD'S  TALE. 


XI 
Discontent  shall    Disappear 

IT  is  said  that  this  Psalm  or  prayer  of  David  was 
written  when  Saul  and  other  enemies  were  pursuing 
and  attacking  him.  Such  a  setting  seems  entirely 
suitable,  and  one  can  picture  an  officer  or  soldier, 
before  or  after  an  attack,  sitting  in  loneliness  and 
visualising  events  in  his  dug-out,  and  using  such 
words  as  these.  Intensity  of  feeling  caused  by 
wars'  alarms  made  men  poets  and  seers  and  artists, 
where  in  times  of  ease  and  peace,  the  gifts  lay 
dormant.  In  the  stress  of  circumstances  the  heart 
feels  acutely  and  the  mind  sees  clearly.  Before 
Shelley  died,  he  had  a  curious  dream.  He  saw 
his  own  ghost  or  spectral  self,  coming  to  him  and, 
lifting  the  hood  from  the  brow,  it  said  as  it  peered 
into  the  poet's  eyes,  "  Art  thou  satisfied  ?  " 

If  the  spirit  of  the  past  could  speak  to  men,  if 
the  ghost  of  man's  better  self  could  peer  into  the 
eyes  of  humanity  to-day  and  ask  "  Art  thou  satis 
fied  ?  "  I  wonder  what  answer  would  it  give. 

Many  in  these  days  of  strange  events  would  say 
that  there  is  lurking  around  their  hearts 
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(i)  The  Experience  of  Discontent. 

This  is  not  confined  to  the  godless  and  sinful. 
It  cannot  be  said  as  far  as  appearance  goes  that  the 
godless  and  those  who  live  for  self  alone  are  con 
spicuously  dissatisfied.  Often  the  deepest  sinners 
laugh  the  loudest,  and  vice  wears  an  air  of  gaiety, 
and  villany  can  triumph  and  boast  in  its  wickedness. 
If  pleasure,  whether  good  or  evil,  is  life's  goal,  it  is 
not  denied  that  the  goal  may  be  reached  ;  but  is 
the  seeker  satisfied  ?  There  may  be  a  plethora  of 
glory  in  the  seeker's  life  when  his  secret  doings  are 
undetected,  and  he  may  appear  to  the  eyes  of  men 
perfectly  satisfied  ;  but  is  it  so  ?  Psychologists  and 
students  of  conscience  tell  us  that  in  the  heyday  of 
successful  sinning,  discontent  may  be  eating  into  the 
life.  Why  should  this  be  so  f  Why  can't  a  man 
be  satisfied  with  a  life  both  lawless  and  faithless  ? 
Why  should  a  woman  who  chooses  the  life  of  glitter 
and  gilded  vice,  and  who  shuts  out  the  memory  of 
God  and  mother  and  home,  not  be  satisfied  ? 

Why  is  that  boy  of  nineteen,  who  gathered  up 
his  belongings  and  his  passage-money,  and  sailed  to 
Canada,  or  Colorado,  or  Argentina,  because  his 
experienced  father  restrained  him  in  a  life  of 
extravagance  and  self-destruction — why  is  he  living 
in  a  state  of  discontent  in  that  far  country  ?  He  is 
free  to  sin  and  has  sinned  ;  he  is  free  to  gamble  and 
has  gambled  ;  he  is  free  to  drink  and  has  been 
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drunken  ;  he  is  free  to  grovel  in  the  dirt  and  he  has 
grovelled.  Is  he  satisfied  ?  There  is  not  one  of 
these  I  have  mentioned  but  is  going  through  a  painful 
experience  of  discontent.  Pain  is  knocking  at  the 
door  ;  it  may  be  alleviated  for  a  time  by  chlorals, 
but  these  are  only  opiates,  not  cures.  Why  then 
should  there  be  this  discontent  if  these  people  wish 
to  live  as  they  do  ?  Because  they  bear  the  image 
of  God.  They  are  not  brute  beasts ;  they  are  men 
and  women,  and  the  Hand  of  God  touched  them  in 
Creation.  Inherent  in  the  soul  is  that  craving  for 
something  better,  and  what  is  that  something  better 
but  God.  The  life  is  discontented  amidst  all  the 
pleasures  of  sin,  and  it  cannot  be  satisfied,  apart  from 
God  who  is  man's  eternal  home.  The  younger 
son,  commonly  called  the  prodigal,  awoke  one 
morning  with  a  fearful  loneliness  in  his  soul.  What 
was  wrong  ?  He  wanted  social  life,  and  he  had  got 
plenty  of  the  kind  he  wanted,  but  it  is  well  to 
remember  that  so-called  social  sins  are  the  very  ones 
that  divide  and  drive  asunder,  and  one  day  men  and 
women  awaken  and  find  that  self-indulgences  have 
driven  them  into  loneliness,  and  away  from  God  and 
home.  What  vision  arose  before  that  sin-stained 
lonely  boy  ?  The  image  of  his  father.  It  is,  after  all, 
the  story  of  the  human  heart .  Discon  tent  swallowed 
up  his  life  and  when  he  remembered  home  and  purity 
and  the  love  that  he  had  left,  he  arose,  shook  himself 
free  of  it  all,  and  sped  towards  peace  and  home. 
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It  cannot  truthfully  be  asserted  that  this 
experience  of  discontent  is  only  in  the  heart  of  the 
godless  and  irreligious.  The  world  creeps  in  on  the 
Christian,  perhaps  too  eager  money-making,  or 
ambitious  strivings  blur  the  soul's  vision,  and  the 
heart  with  all  its  riches  and  pleasures  grows  dis 
content  once  more.  It  trails  along  with  men, 
whether  they  are  out  and  out  sinners  like  the  prodigal 
son,  or  only  half  and  half.  Free  of  this  craving  they 
cannot  get,  while  they  live  a  life  so  far  below  the  best. 
But  is  there  no  way  out,  no  road  to  a  superior  life, 
no  gateway  to  the  happy  valley  ?  Undoubtedly 
there  is  and  David  knew  it  well,  and  many  find  it, 
and  thus  there  comes  to  them 

(2)  The  Experience  of  Aspiration. 

The  Prime  Minister  said  in  that  famous  corre 
spondence  of  1916,  that  in  carrying  on  the  war 
there  was  a  lack  of  vision  and  forethought  by  the 
Government.  He  was  right,  and  it  is  well  we  had 
one  man  who  had  aspiration  and  vision  in  a  time  of 
despair.  Some  men  at  the  helm  were  content  with 
half  measures,  but  nothing  less  than  a  thorough  out 
and  outness  could  ever  have  won  the  war.  Is  it  not 
just  the  same  in  the  spiritual  war  ?  Do  Christians 
not  fail  because  there  is  no  vision  and  aspiration  for 
the  future  ?  They  are  content  with  the  sense  of 
forgiveness,  but  that  is  merely  the  beginning  of 
faith  ;  there  are  better  things  ahead — submission  of 
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the  life  and  dedication  of  the  whole  outlook  in  the 
service  of  God.  To  look  at  Christ  crowned  with 
thorns  in  sacrificing  death  for  us  men  gives  a  vision 
of  peace  and  assurance,  but  there  is  something  even 
greater  for  the  soul  of  every  believer,  perfect  redemp 
tion  by  the  alluring  beauty  of  His  Life.  That  gives 
His  followers  a  blessed  aspiration  and  an  impetus 
to  be  strong  and  brave  and  faithful.  In  "  John 
Inglesant,"  Malvolte,  the  murderer,  saw  One  drawing 
near,  worn  and  pale,  but  with  a  love  unquenchable  ; 
He  says,  "  What  doest  thou  here  ?  Knowest  thou 
not  thou  art  Mine  ?  "  If  men  living  a  godless  or 
even  a  half-hearted  Christian  life  could  see  the 
Spirit  of  Jesus  coming  to  them  as  to  Malvolte,  or  as 
the  ghost  to  Shelley,  and  saying,  "Art  thou  satisfied  ? 
Knowest  thou  not  thou  art  Mine  ?  "  would  they 
heed  this  call  of  aspiration  to  the  higher  life  of  the 
soul  ? 

Many  in  the  days  of  young  manhood  and  woman 
hood  see  these  visions,  but  too  often  they  grow  dim 
and  shadowy  ;  for  who  on  earth  in  such  a  world  of 
intrigue  and  strife  and  wrong  has  ever  realised  his 
vision  ?  Some  blame  life's  way,  with  its  windings 
and  its  precipices  and  its  valleys.  Others  revile 
the  day,  with  its  cares  and  weariness  and  disappoint- 
ir  ^n  s.  Many  frown  at  life's  darkness,  with  its 
sufferings,  and  its  sorrows  and  its  deaths.  But  does 
all  this  go  to  the  core  of  things  ?  May  we  not  blame 
the  human  heart  with  its  tendencies  to  sideslips 
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and  to  temporary  allurements  ?  God  our  Creator 
has  shown  mankind  all  down  the  ages  what  a  true 
man  should  be  and  what  life  should  be  made.  David 
saw  it  often  ;  Paul  saw  it  always  ;  General  Gordon 
knew  its  power,  and  David  Livingstone  was  brightened 
by  its  gleam  in  darkest  Africa.  Hearts  are  blest  that 
can  have  it  always,  and  eyes  are  gladdened  by  its 
spotless  glory. 

"  I  never  saw  that  in  nature,"  said  a  critic  to 
Turner.  "  I  dare  say  not,  but  don't  you  wish  that 
you  could,"  was  his  reply. 

We  have  great  need  of  men  and  women  of 
aspiration  and  vision  in  every  walk  in  life,  who  can 
take  us  up  to  the  mount  of  God  and  show  us  the 
Eternal  and  that  Land  of  no  shadows  and  no  cares, 
show  it  to  us  so  vividly  that  we  shall  never  care  what 
this  world  and  its  changes  and  its  worries  may  do, 
reveal  it  to  our  hearts  with  such  fascination  that  we 
shall  be  gladly  conscious  that  those  we  have  loved 
and  lost  awhile  are  perfectly  safe  in  the  keeping  of 
Everlasting  Love. 

These  are  they  who,  like  the  Psalmist,  have 
known 

(3)  The  Experience  of  Satisfaction. 

"  I  shall  be  satisfied  when  I  awake  with  thy 
likeness." 

Let  me  point  out  that  these  words  do  not  mean 
the  day  when  death  comes  to  us  and  the  night  of 
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calamity  is  past.  What  David  prays  for  is  a  daily 
renewal  of  contentment  and  a  waking  sight  of  God, 
not  a  vision  of  Him  when  the  sleep  of  death  is  over. 
The  contrast  is  between  the  sensual  and  the  spiritual 
life.  He  is  saturated  with  the  thought  of  the 
blessedness  of  divine  fellowship.  There  can  be 
little  doubt  that  some,  like  King  David  and  John  at 
Patmos  and  Madam  Guyon  and  Miss  Havergal, 
lived  in  that  land  of  spiritual  enchantment,  and  knew 
the  experience  of  perfect  content.  But  can  ordinary 
mortals  such  as  we  enter  that  land  ?  If  we  are  not 
self-sufficient  and  spiritually  proud,  and  are  resolved 
to  do  His  will,  there  is  nothing  to  hinder  us,  but 
everything  to  urge  us  to  live  the  life  and  climb  to 
the  heights. 

I  said  to  soldiers  on  the  battlefield,  in  an  address 
called  "  The  Iron  Gate,"  that  God  never  leaves 
and  never  forgets  those  who  have  loved  Him  once. 
He  never  forgets  them,  nor  can  they  forget  Him 
always,  for  in  every  heart,  even  in  that  of  the 
wanderer,  there  is  placed  that  strange  feeling  which 
might  be  called  homesickness,  that  longing  in  every 
soul  to  come  back  to  Him  whom  the  old  English 
paraphraser  calls  "  our  eternal  Home." 

I  wonder  if  there  is  one  heart  that,  either  in  the 
days  of  childhood  or  youth  or  after  years,  has  never 
experienced  the  emotion  of  love  to  God.  It  seems 
almost  impossible  and  yet  it  must  be  so.  If  there 
are  some  who  have  never  loved  Him  or  do  not  love 
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Him  now  there  is  lurking  in  their  hearts  the  experi 
ence  of  discontent,  and  it  must  remain  while  they 
shut  their  souls  against  Him.  If  a  little  of  love 
divine  lingers  still,  there  must  be  some  aspirations 
for  the  perfect  life  even  in  a  world  of  strife. 

But  canst  thou  not  array 

Thyself  in  rare  disguise, 
And  feign  like  truth  for  one  mad  day 

That  earth  is  Paradise  ? 

The  faithful  and  whole-hearted  need  no  such 
camouflage.  They  have  loved  Him,  love  Him  still, 
and  have  committed  unto  Him  their  life  ;  and  have 
reached  the  enchanted  valley  where  His  Love  is 
lit  with  the  lustre  of  hearts  in  perfect  content. 
On  one  occasion,  the  first  time  Lockhart  met  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  a  few  friends  dined  in  Edinburgh 
together.  Their  talk  after  dinner  veered  round  to 
living  poets.  A  St.  Andrews  Professor  began  to 
regret  that  he  had  never  seen  Byron.  Then  Sir 
Walter  spoke  of  the  beauty  of  Byron's  face.  "  The 
prints,"  said  he,  "  give  you  no  idea  of  it ;  the  lustre 
is  there,  but  it  is  not  lighted  up."  Christian  hearts 
that  have  never  seen  Him  can  always  see,  with  the 
eye  of  faith,  the  Lustre  lighted  up. 


124 


XII 

In  Extremis 


Why  are  ye  come  unto  me  now  when  ye  are  in  distress  ? 

THE  BOOK  OF  JUDGES. 

Unless  above  himself  he  can 

Erect  himself,  how  poor  a  thing  is  man. 

SAMUEL  DANIEL. 


XII 
In   Extremis 

IT  is  not  cricket  to  cry  when  you  are  down  and  out, 
and  yet  this  cry  echoing  across  the  years  from  the 
Book  of  Judges  is  intensely  human.  Such-like 
voices  come  down  to  us  through  the  grey  days  of 
wasted  lives. 

One  of  the  most  brilliant  of  British  poets,  a  man 
who  had  good  birth,  high  connections,  wealth  and 
pleasures  in  abundance,  who  enjoyed  to  the  utmost 
extravagance  and  excess,  who  had  every  desire 
gratified  and  no  passion  unappeased,  cries  out  of  the 
dim  sea  of  disappointment  : 

My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf, 

The  flowers,  the  fruits  of  love  are  gone  ; 

The  worm,  the  canker  and  the  grief 
Are  mine  alone. 

A  lady  of  great  ability  and  wonderful  genius  in 
the  last  generation  wailed  out  of  an  experience  of 
discontent  self-inflicted,  "  I  married  for  ambition, 
and  I  am  miserable." 

When  humans  come  to  the  tragedy  of  life, 
"  brackish  with  the  salt  of  human  tears,"  they  appeal 
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to  Fate,  or  Luck,  or  Satan,  or  God — to  a  someone, 
or  something  they  believe  to  be  more  powerful  than 
they,  with  a  pathetically  bitter  heart,  and  an 
inquiry  ;  and  is  it  anything  strange  if  the  answer 
echoes,  "  Why  are  ye  come  unto  me  now  when  ye 
are  in  distress  ?  " 

It  is  trouble  only  that  drives  some  men  to  ask 
questions ;  at  other  times,  when  they  ride  roughshod 
over  the  weak,  trample  in  their  might  innocent 
purity,  rob  the  honest  by  treachery,  and  in 
arrogant  bumptious  pride  vaunt  in  the  seats 
of  the  mighty,  there  is  no  time  for  questions, 
only  for  self-sufficing  congratulations  and  boasts 
of  their  place  in  the  sun  ;  but  life  at  the  best 
is  a  whirligig,  and  a  tempest  of  trouble  comes  which 
no  human  power  can  avert  and  then  only  is  the 
friend  of  the  little  cottage  or  the  brother  of  the 
honest  life  remembered,  and  the  questioning  heart 
goes  there. 

The  relatives  of  Jephthah — half-brothers  and 
kinsmen — had  shown  no  consideration  for  him.  It 
was  human  nature  for  those  who  had  law  and 
legitimacy  on  their  side  to  belittle,  or  detest  one 
whose  mother  was  a  strange  or  abandoned  woman. 
That  was  to  them  his  stigma  and  reproach.  It  was 
no  doubt  his  own  most  bitter  despair.  They  cast 
him  out  and  they  thought  they  were  right,  for  he 
was  not  in  the  line  ;  but  Jephthah  knew  that  he  was 
wronged  without  any  adequate  cause.  The  iron  was 
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eating  into  the  core  of  the  heart,  especially  as  he, 
personally,  was  innocent  and  blameless.  He  had 
no  responsibility  for  his  origin  and  why  should  he 
suffer  for  sins  not  his  own  ?  That  question  is  asked 
by  broken  hearts  in  every  age,  and  in  every  class 
of  society,  but  the  only  answer  they  get  is  from  the 
wilderness.  Hagar  had  to  go  there  for  an  answer, 
so  had  Jephthah,  and  so  have  all  the  souls  that  in 
personal  innocency,  have  been  wronged  by  the  evil 
acts  of  mankind.  Joseph  went  there,  and  Jacob, 
and  John,  and  so  did  Jesus,  and  they  were  all  healed 
by  the  grace  of  Nature,  and  by  the  great  heart  of 
Nature's  God,  and  so  Jephthah  dwelt  in  the 
wilderness. 

But  chance  came  again  to  the  guiltless.  Was 
it  chance,  or  fate  ?  Was  it  not  Novalis  who  said, 
"  Character  is  Fate."  ?  There  is  really  nothing 
fortuitous  in  battles  such  as  Jephthah  fought.  We 
have  all  battles  such  as  he  in  life,  days  when  we 
think  we  are  wronged,  crises  when  we  are  certain 
that  we  have  been  badly  treated,  occasions  when  we 
are  sure  that  prejudice,  lies,  intrigue,  back-biting, 
and  hitting  below  the  belt,  have  worked  together 
to  create  a  wilderness,  and  it  is  in  such  moments 
of  conscious  injustice,  that  there  is  danger  of  self- 
betrayal  and  soul  shipwreck  through  utter  dis 
couragement.  But  the  conviction  that  right  is  the 
talisman  never  fails.  Jesus  met  the  devil  in  the 
hour  of  physical  weakness  through  hunger,  but  He 
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met  him  with  God's  answer  of  right,  "  Thou  shalt 
worship  the  Lord  thy  God."  Right  is  inviolable, 
and  the  sense  of  right  begets  the  sense  of  the  presence 
of  God  and  he  who  is  conscious  of  God's  presence 
can  wait.  Jephthah  waited  and  while  he  waited 
gained  a  position  and  a  place  of  power,  and  then  the 
sons  of  Gilead,  who  had  cast  out  their  half-brother 
and  had  fought  battles  and  lost,  and  as  the 
Turks  and  Bulgarians  and  Germans,  when  brought 
to  their  knees  by  the  Allies,  came  whimpering  for 
Armistice  and  mercy,  so  these  brothers  in  extremis 
came  round  to  the  land  of  Toband  sought  out  their 
ill-treated  big  giant  of  a  brother  to  lead  in  the  war 
against  Ammon  ;  and  as  the  iron  of  antagonism  in 
his  blood  made  him  strong  and  perhaps  softened  his 
heart,  it  undoubtedly  sharpened  his  tongue,  and 
there  were  tones  of  reproach  as  he  asked,  "  Why  are 
ye  come  unto  me  now  when  ye  are  in  distress  ?  ': 

It  is  a  piquant  challenge  to  many  at  the  present 
time. 

Disaster  comes  to  some,  and  bereavement  comes 
to  most  hearts  sooner  or  later,  but  the  Christian  soul 
can  never  despair.  It  knows  it  is  the  hand  of  love 
that  disciplines  and  the  trusting  soul  can  look  to 
God  in  perfect  confidence  and  say  :  "  Give  me  what 
thou  wilt ;  send  me  sorrow  or  pain  ;  it  is  leading  to 
Thee,  and  purity  and  cleansing  of  life." 

But  is  the  attitude  of  the  world  to-day,  that  of  the 
sons  of  Gilead,  or  is  it  Christian  ?  It  would  take  a 
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vivid  imagination  to  see  the  stamp  of  Christ  and 
God  on  some  of  the  doings  of  to-day  ! 

There  is  a  kind  of  young  man  walking  about  just 
now,  who  is  out  to  shatter  and  destroy  not  only 
his  own  body  and  soul,  but  the  bodies  of  others. 
He  has  no  respect  for  God  or  morality.  He  is  both 
sensual  and  superficial,  and  he  never  asks  Joseph's 
question,  "  How  can  I  do  this  great  wickedness,  and 
sin  against  God  ?  "  He  thinks  as  a  lower  animal, 
not  as  a  man  with  soul  and  heart  and  life  in  the 
image  and  essence  of  God.  There  is  no  such  thing 
as  a  sense  of  honour  or  regard  for  the  rights  of  others 
in  that  class,  but  that  does  not  prevent  the  law  of 
God  and  Nature  working  out  to  its  inevitable  end. 
That  law  works  perfectly  against  every  species  of 
impurity,  unerring,  unrelenting,  and  as  the  vulture 
in  the  wilderness  scents  decay  and  corruption,  so 
does  God's  moral  law.  It  reacts  physically  and 
morally,  and  in  a  year  or  two,  or  five  or  ten, 
a  whining,  wretched  apology  for  a  man,  both 
physically  and  morally  corrupt,  comes  to  doctor  or 
minister  to  try  to  heal  or  save,  and  the  taunting  words 
of  Jephthah  almost  rise  to  the  tongue  :  "  Why  are 
ye  come  unto  me  now  when  ye  are  in  distress  ?  " 
There  is  such  a  thing  as  being  too  late  for  human 
help.  St.  Bernard  had  a  saying  :  "  Nothing  can 
work  me  damage  except  myself."  Had  the  wretched 
sort  one  has  both  seen  and  heard  during  the  last 
few  years  listened  to  that,  he  would  not  have  left 
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such  a  trail  of  wretchedness  all  along  life's  track.  In 
the  early  spring  days,  when  life  is  on  the  move,  and 
the  seeds  of  good  or  evil  are  being  sown,  boys  and 
young  men  should  resolve  and  decide  to  live  decent 
manly  lives,  and  the  sun  of  May  and  June  and  the 
later  months  will  strengthen  the  resolve  ;  if  not 
there  will  be  no  proper  harvest  in  October,  but  the 
wail  of  distress — "  The  harvest  is  past,  the  summer 
is  ended,  and  I  am  not  saved." 

Some  ministers  were  sitting  together  one  evening 
in  a  manse  study.  They  were  speaking  of  their 
early  ideals  and  later  experiences  in  the  ministry, 
and  one  said  :  "  If  I  had  not  fixed  my  heart  on  God 
and  given  my  life  to  Him,  the  people  of  the  Churches 
and  the  professing  Christians  would  turn  me  into 
an  atheist " ;  and  he  related  some  experiences,  and 
said,"  One  man,  on  the  Communion  roll,  but  absent 
from  all  religious  observances  for  years,  met  with  a 
fatal  accident.  All  through  the  years  of  success 
he  turned  his  back  on  church  and  God.  His  first 
cry  was  for  the  minister."  "  A  woman,  the  mother 
of  a  family,  having  received  for  them  Christian 
baptism,  but  never  having  entered  church  nor 
tried  to  bring  her  children  up  in  the  faith  that  she 
had  professed  to  believe  and  obey,  met  with  calamity 
in  the  sudden  death  of  a  daughter.  The  minister 
was  called,  but  when  he  asked  for  the  Bible  to  read 
a  lesson  of  comfort,  there  was  not  one  in  the  house. 
Not  even  the  outward  sign  of  the  faith  was  in  her 
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house ;  "  and  many  tales  such  as  these  he  related,  in 
which  God  and  Church  and  clergymen  were  never 
thought  of,  till  in  the  hour  of  distress.  But  some  of 
us  pointed  out  to  him  that  people  such  as  these 
had  somehow  for  selfish  reasons  got  into  Churches, 
although  irreverent  in  practice,  and  atheistic 
in  life,  and  hypocritical  in  heart — yet  there  were  in 
the  Churches  and  in  Christian  homes  men  and 
women  who  were  the  salt  of  the  earth,  the  saviours 
of  society,  and  were  it  not  for  their  restraining 
influence  the  world  would  be  plunged  into  darkness 
and  destruction.  If  business  men  were  dealing  with 
such  cases  as  that  despondent  minister  mentioned, 
they  would  say  when  they  came  pleading  to 
the  door,  "  Is  it  you  !  You  never  knocked  at  my 
door  when  you  were  prosperous ;  you  never  gave 
me  a  kind  thought  when  I  was  almost  broken.  Can 
it  be  you  ?  You  never  gave  me  support,  you  never 
fed  my  children  when  in  want,  you  never  lifted  your 
hand  to  help  me.  Why  are  ye  come  unto  me  now 
when  ye  are  in  distress  ?  "  The  world  would  not 
he°itate  to  act  like  that ;  neither  did  Jephthah,  and 
he  is  representative  of  the  aspect  of  human  judgment. 
He  reproached  his  brothers,  bargained  and  bartered 
and  said,  "  If  I  save  you  from  men,  shall  I  be  your 
head  ?  >:  Knowing  them  as  he  did  and  remembering 
the  wilderness,  was  he  not  right  ?  The  world  would 
make  us  hard,  and  the  experience  of  life  would 
embitter  and  force  us  to  ask  the  question,  "  Why  have 
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you  come  unto  me  now  when  you  are  in  distress  ?  " 
But  the  world's  way,  and  Jephthah's  way  are  not 
the  Church's  way,  and  they  are  not  God's. 

The  Church  is  God's  witness  in  the  world,  and 
it  stands  for  love,  for  God  is  Love.  The  brothers 
of  Jephthah  had  no  right  to  anything  but  their 
deserts,  but  if  God  gave  us  only  our  deserts,  where 
should  any  of  us  be  ! 

The  Church  is  right  to  go  to  the  dying  man  and 
the  heartless  woman  in  distress. 

If  ever  youth  deserved  a  whipping  or  a  cold 
dark  stare,  it  was  the  young  prodigal  who  spurned 
a  father's  love  and  despised  a  peaceful  home  and 
left  it  all  behind  for  a  leprous  life,  yet  Jesus  tells  us 
that  the  Father  God  had  mercy,  forgave,  kissed,  and 
welcomed  him  Home> 

Where  no  storms  come  ; 

Where  the  green  swell  is  in  the  haven  dumb, 
And  out  of  the  swing  of  the  sea. 
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I    would   to   God   thou    wert     .     .     .     such   as  I  am, 
except  these  bonds. 

ST.  PAUL  in  the  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES. 

Oh,  judgment  !    thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts, 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason. 

SHAKESPEARE  in  JULIUS  CMSAR. 


XIII 
The  Bondsman 

THERE  have  been  many  notable  trials  of  notorious 
prisoners  in  the  history  of  mankind.  Many  people 
are  fascinated  by  the  trials  of  famous  men  and 
women  and  follow  the  facts  and  weigh  the  evidence 
of  witnesses  as  to  the  guilt  or  innocence  of  the 
accused.  This  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  because 
life  is  so  full  of  interest,  and  a  trial  by  law  is  just  a 
drama  of  Life  as  it  has  been  realised  or  said  to  have 
been  acted  by  the  prisoner  at  the  bar. 

Trials  such  as  "  The  Merchant  of  Venice," 
and  others  we  have  read  in  fiction,  excite  the  imagin 
ation,  because  of  the  brilliancy  of  the  artist  in 
literature,  whereas  trials  in  fact,  in  actual  life,  move 
and  influence  the  soul.  Of  such  a  nature  is  the 
trial  of  Saul  of  Tarsus — this  man  who  was  left  in 
bonds.  Perhaps  next  to  that  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth, 
this  trial  of  Paul  is  the  most  notorious  recorded  in 
the  Scriptures. 

Three  outstanding  scenes  rise  before  the  mind. 

(i)  The  first  is  acted  in  a  Palace  in  the  East. 
We  are  met  in  Caesarea  Phillipi,  a  city,  great  and 
beautiful.  Christ  was  there  once,  so  were  Peter 
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and  Paul,  and  to  this  distinguished  town  Paul  was 
sent  again  to  appear  before  the  Governor  Felix. 

There  are  many  ways  of  climbing  to  fame  if 
men  can  banish  duty  and  conscience,  and  Felix 
rose  to  power  by  flattery.  By  his  excessive  adu 
lation  of  the  Emperor  Claudius,  who  at  first  took  a 
great  liking  to  him  and  then  freed  him  from  the 
bonds  of  slavery,  he  had  got  along  famously,  and  as 
Governor  of  Judaea  he  felt  himself  almost  above  the 
law.  A  man  of  such  a  type  usually  defies  or  ignores 
morality  and  has  rery  little  reverence  for  the 
sanctity  of  home.  He  had  none,  for  he  had  stolen, 
by  false  blandishments,  Herod  Agrippa's  daughter, 
a  mere  girl  in  years,  who  was  betrothed  to  Azizus, 
the  young  king  of  the  Amisenes,  and  at  the  time  of 
this  trial  she,  in  unholy  partnership,  sits  beside  him 
in  the  Palace  court.  The  scene  is  a  brilliantly 
decorated  court,  and  the  most  exalted  woman  there 
is  Felix's  paramour  Drusilla. 

Tertullus,  the  lawyer,  is  a  remarkable  pleader  and 
orator,  as  vituperative  to  the  prisoner  as  he  is 
obsequious  to  his  "  most  noble  Felix."  The  most 
conspicuous  person  there  is  the  prisoner.  He  is 
not  so  old  in  years  as  in  suffering.  Some  men  have 
done  their  greatest  deeds  at  sixty — Paul's  age  at  his 
trial.  Gladstone  won  his  greatest  triumphs  of 
oratory  and  statesmanship  when  he  was  long  over 
that.  But  there  are  hurts  and  scars  of  soul  that  age 
men  and  women  far  more  than  physical  ailments. 
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Some  wounds  go  so  deep  that  as  Coleridge  says, 
nothing — "  neither  heat  nor  frost  nor  thunder  " 
none  of  nature's  remedies  can  ever  take  away.  Paul 
tells  us  that  all  earthly  things  he  counted  loss  for 
Christ.  He  had  brilliant  prospects  as  a  lad.  With 
college  breeding  and  supreme  influence  at  his 
command,  there  was  no  pinnacle  of  fame  that  he 
might  not  have  reached,  but  there  are  things  much 
greater  than  fame,  and  many  men  have  found  them. 
Kings  have  sacrificed  the  throne  for  honour,  noble 
women  have  cast  their  money  and  estates  to  the 
winds  for  love,  men  have  faced  poverty  and  death 
for  a  woman.  Paul  renounced  fame  and  glory  for 
the  Christ.  And  why  shouldn't  he  ?  That  eternal 
voice  that  speaks  to  the  soul  of  man,  all  down  the 
ages,  gives  more  sweetness  and  content  in  a  day 
than  the  voice  of  the  world's  glory  can  give  in 
years.  The  highest  prize  in  life  for  him  was  not 
love  of  fame,  of  power,  or  of  women,  but  love  of 
the  Christ,  and  his  highest  ambition  was  to  bring 
the  world  under  the  sway  of  that  Love.  Strong 
he  was  never  in  body,  but  fearless  was  he  in  spirit, 
and  dimness  of  vision  and  stoop  of  shoulders  and 
hands  in  chains  cannot  keep  the  consciousness  of 
right  from  breaking  in  his  soul  and  reverberating 
in  his  voice  as  he  speaks  of  righteousness 
temperance  and  judgment  to  come.  These  were 
things  long  forgotten  by  Felix,  and  thinking  back 
on  days  of  purity  and  youth  and  right-living,  his 
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soul  is  arraigned  as  prisoner  before  God's  great 
white  throne,  and  the  fear  of  divine  judgment  makes 
the  judge,  not  the  prisoner,  tremble,  for  God's 
voice  is  speaking  through  the  frail  little  prisoner. 
But  sin  and  lust  have  conquered  him  again  as  they 
had  many  a  time  before,  and  his  broken  voice  says  : 
"  Go  thy  way,  Paul,  for  this  time  ;  when  I  have  a 
convenient  season,  I  will  call  for  thee,"  and  so  the 
curtain  falls,  and  the  innocent  prisoner  is  left  in 
bonds. 

(2)  The  next  scene  is  not  in  the  Palace  Court, 
but  in  the  Prison  Cell.  The  trial  now  is  not  before 
Felix,  but  in  presence  of,  and  by  Paul's  own  soul. 
Thoughts  are  much  quicker  than  words,  and  feelings 
have  no  measurement  by  time.  For  two  years  he 
has  been  kept  in  bonds  without  a  hint  of  his  fate. 
You  may  be  certain  that  there  have  been  days  when 
dark  forebodings  overtook  him  and  deep  depression 
of  spirit  overwhelmed  him.  Even  the  bravest  and 
holiest  Christians  are  not  exempt.  There  have  been 
dark,  doubting  days,  even  in  the  heart  of  Paul.  The 
reality  of  these  awful  bonds  is  so  different  to  the 
dream  of  youth.  Had  he  chosen  a  business  career, 
he  would  have  been  at  the  height  of  fame  instead  of 
in  loneliness  and  bondage  and  a  prison  cell.  The 
reality  of  life  is  always  far  different  to  the  vision  or 
dream,  but  it  is  after  all  the  way  we  use  reality  that 
determines  character.  It  is  quite  easy  to  be  brave 
and  good  in  dream  castles,  and  in  visions  and  "  forests 
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of  Arden,"  but  it  is  in  the  trivial  round,  the  common 
task  that  we  either  make  or  mar  our  souls.  And  so 
the  trial  days  came  to  the  soul  of  Paul  as  they  come 
to  us  all,  especially  if  we  try  to  play  with  honour 
the  game  of  life  and  run  straight  the  Christian  course. 
Was  the  Voice  of  Jesus  in  youth  only  a  mockery  ? 
Perhaps  the  faith  he  loved  was  only  a  vain  dream 
or  the  hallucination  of  some  strange  excitement! 
Could  Christ's  words  possibly  be  true  when  low- 
grained  men  like  Felix  ruled  in  state  ?  These  were 
some  of  the  dark  rays  that  flashed  across  the  prisoner's 
soul.  Then  he  thought  of  that  love  that  knows  no 
ending  and  passeth  knowledge,  that  love  eternal  that 
followed  him  all  the  days,  for, 

There  is  a  mind  behind  the  shadows, 
There  is  a  heart  of  love  beyond  the  stars. 

It  was  still  the  same  love,  and  the  same  God  that 
had  won  his  heart  in  youth's  glow,  that  neither 
varies  nor  changes,  because  caprice  can  never  enter 
the  great  heart  of  God.  Though  bound  in  fetters 
Paul's  conscience  declared  him  innocent  because 
there  was  no  wrong-doing  in  the  prisoner's  soul. 

(3)  The  scene  changes  again  to  the  Palace  Court. 
The  great  and  powerful  King  Agrippa  is  sitting  on 
the  throne,  and  beside  him  sit  Bernice  and  the  new 
governor,  Festus.  The  poor  prisoner  is  brought 
before  them  in  his  bonds.  He  again  pleads  his  own 
cause,  makes  his  own  defence.  He  would  die  with 
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his  face  to  the  foe.     Browning  caught  something 
of  Paul's  spirit  when  he  says  : 

I  would  hate  that  death  bandaged  my  eyes  and  forebore 
And  bade  me  creep  past. 

For  five  and  twenty  years  Christian  thoughts 
and  acts  and  experiences  have  been  inseparable  from 
Paul's  life.  For  him  to  live  was  Christ,  and  death 
was  but  an  acho  of  the  passing  to  a  higher  life.  His 
whole  purpose  in  defence  has  been  a  vindication  of 
the  Faith.  Self  has  not  mattered,  nor  suffering, 
nor  loneliness — nothing  matters  now,  but  the  Faith, 
and  the  winning  of  Herod  to  the  Cross.  Prison  life 
with  its  endless  privations  have  all  been  forgotten. 
A  great  writer  who  had  a  great  fall,  wrote  in  "  De 
Profundis "  :  "  The  most  terrible  thing  about 
prison  is  not  that  it  breaks  one's  heart — hearts  are 
made  to  be  broken — but  that  it  turns  one's  heart 
to  stone."  Prison  life  has  no  doubt  whitened  Paul's 
hair,  but  it  has  not  turned  his  heart  to  stone,  nor 
has  it  broken  his  spirit.  It  is  said  that  the  great  sins 
of  the  world  take  place  in  the  brain.  That  is  very 
likely,  for  impressions  can  come  only  through  the 
brain.  In  any  case  great  thoughts  can  only  take 
place  in  the  brain,  and  for  years  the  greatest  thoughts 
have  taken  place  in  the  noble  brain  of  this  prisoner — 
thoughts  that  the  Christian  world  has  loved,  and 
lived  on,  ever  since :  thoughts  that  illuminated 
Paul's  great  soul  on  the  day  of  trial,  and  caused  his 

142 


The  Bondsman 

furrowed  face  to  shine  with  love  ineffable,  and  tuned 
his  voice  to  the  note  divine.  Festus,  the  governor, 
is  at  a  loss  to  understand  it  all,  and  just  like  all 
shallow  worldlings  who  understand  nothing  that 
does  not  savour  of  money  or  matter,  he  exclaims, 
"  Paul,  thou  art  beside  thyself ;  much  learning  hath 
made  thee  mad."  Swift  as  a  lightning  flash  come  the 
words  :  "  I  am  not  mad,  most  noble  Festus,  but 
speak  forth  the  words  of  truth  and  soberness/'  and 
then  turning  towards  the  king,  he  exclaims  that 
Christ  has  suffered,  has  risen  from  the  dead,  and  has 
shown  forth  light  unto  the  people.  "  King  Agrippa, 
believest  thou  this  ?  " 

Then  Agrippa  says  unto  Paul  :  "  Almost  thou 
persuadest  me  to  be  a  Christian."  Paul  calmly 
answers,  "  I  would  to  God  that  not  only  thou,  but 
all  that  hear  me  this  day  were  both  almost  and 
altogether  such  as  I  am,  except  these  bonds."  The 
king  and  court  rise,  and  the  sentence  runs,  "  This 
man  doeth  nothing  worthy  of  death  or  of  bonds." 
That  was  the  king's  sentence  on  Paul.  What  is 
the  historical  verdict  on  King  Agrippa  ?  He  is 
the  king  who  was  almost  persuaded,  but  failed  in 
the  highest  chance. 

The  words  of  the  prisoner  are  still  urgent.  He 
calls  on  us  to  be  altogether  persuaded — calls  us  by 
the  realities  of  life,  by  the  certainty  of  death,  by 
that  wondrous  sweet  beyond,  to  be  altogether 
persuaded  to  live  the  life  of  Faith. 

143 


XIV 
An  Unexpected  Discovery 


10 


He  maketh  grass  to  grow  upon  the  mountains. 

THE  BOOK.  OF  PSALMS. 

Life  is  a  series  of  surprises. 

J.E.  in  LIFE'S  COMMON  WAT. 


XIV 
An  Unexpected  Discovery 

THAT  is  not  really  what  one  would  have  expected 
on  the  mountain  summit.  One  would  not  be 
astonished  to  see  the  earth  bare  of  verdure,  and 
strewn  with  stone  and  rubble  and  littered  about 
with  shrunken  stems  of  bracken,  or  withered  leaves 
wafted  by  the  whirlwind  coming  up  from  the  vale, 
but  it  is  surely  exceptional  to  see  green  grass  healthy 
on  the  highest  hilltops.  Apparently  the  Psalmist 
was  surprised  at  this  unexpected  find,  and  in  graphic 
words  he  exclaims,  "  He  maketh  grass  to  grow  upon 
the  mountains." 

It  is  all  to  the  good  of  humanity  that  it  finds  the 
unexpected  and  the  exceptional  in  many  places  in 
this  prosaic  world.  Some  time  ago  I  was  told  by 
a  young  man — a  miner — that  there  was  so  much  in 
the  life  at  the  pits  that  was  degrading,  and  so  much 
in  the  language  and  the  deeds  of  the  men  that  was 
revolting,  that  he  found  it  almost  impossible  to  live 
the  life  of  the  Christian,  and  yet  I  am  quite  sure  it 
is  lived  there  every  day.  When  I  stood  in  the  arena 
of  the  Coliseum  at  Rome  and  looked  at  the 
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underground  dungeons  into  which  Christian  men  and 
women  were  thrown  and  then  dragged  out  to  be 
made  the  sport  of  wild  beasts,  I  thought  of  Paul,  a 
prisoner  at  Rome,  writing  to  the  Philippian  Church 
— a  band  of  Christian  men  and  women — these 
remarkable  words,  "  All  the  saints  salute  you,  chiefly 
they  that  are  of  Caesar's  household."  Surely  we 
have  here  the  utterly  unexpected.  At  that  time 
an  Emperor  reigned  who  was,  and  has  been  ever 
since,  the  synonym  of  all  that  was  wicked,  revolting 
and  horrible — Nero,  whose  home  was  full  of  intrigue 
and  ridicule  and  revenge  and  wickedness,  and  yet 
we  have  it  on  record  that  men  lived  there  as  servants 
and  even  slaves,  who  served  God  and  were  faithful 
in  allegiance  to  Christ ;  companions  of  heathens, 
surrounded  with  sin  and  unspeakable  practices, 
and  yet  they  lived  faithful.  Was  that  not  surprising 
and  far  more  difficult  than  to  live  for  God  in  Carron 
Collieries  ?  There  are  conditions  everywhere  in 
this  decade  in  which  a  clean,  moral  life  is  difficult, 
nay,  sometimes  almost  impossible,  but  in  every 
struggle,  in  every  cross-fire,  in  every  perplexing 
situation,  men  and  women  are  found  living  in  the 
faith  of  God,  and  standing  for  the  right,  even  as 
saints  in  Caesar's  household. 

Mr.  T.  R.  Way  in  his  "  Memories "  of  the 
artist,  says,  "  When  I  had  been  with  Whistler, 
nature  afterwards  seemed  full  of  his  beautiful 
pictures."  When  we  live  in  the  companionship  of 
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the  creator  God,  we  shall  not  be  astonished  to  see 
green  grass  growing  on  the  hilltops. 

It  is  very  remarkable  that  although  the  Jews  were 
preparing  and  looking  for  the  Messiah,  their  Christ, 
they  were  utterly  amazed  when  He  came,  and  did 
not  know  Him,  and  asked  in  stupid  astonishment, 
"  Is  not  this  the  carpenter  ?  "  Of  course  it  is. 
He  is  the  Carpenter  and  the  Christ  ;  but  they  could 
not  see  it. 

The  war  taught  us  many  lessons,  and  it  will  be 
a  calamity  if  we  forget  them.  The  War  Office 
started  off  with  cut  and  dry  theories  about  the 
stuff  out  of  which  they  would  make  soldiers.  They 
rejected  men  because  they  were  half  an  inch  too 
small,  or  an  inch  too  narrow,  or  astigmatical,  or 
mal-pedestrians,  or  something  else  not  essential ; 
they  lived  to  learn  that  human  beings  cannot  be 
calculated  in  inches,  or  by  the  length  of  their  vision 
or  by  the  strength  of  their  stride.  There  are  always 
in  humanity  incalculable  elements  to  shatter  even 
mathematical  theories,  and  there  were  both  mental 
as  well  as  physical  shatterings  during  the  war. 

Dickens  gives  sage  advice  in  Miss  Mowcher's 
words  to  David  Copperfield  :  "  Take  a  word  of 
advice  even  from  three  feet  nothing.  Try  not  to 
associate  bodily  effects  with  mental  except  for  a 
solid  reason." 

The  Army  at  first  would  not  accept  men  for 
officer  training  unless  they  were  public  school  or 
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university  men,  and  rejected  everywhere  men  who 
were  born  soldiers,  but  the  retreat  from  Mons  and 
the  battles  of  the  Marne  and  the  Somme,  when  the 
gallant  old  officers  were  cut  down  by  the  hundred, 
taught  the  Army  that  a  man's  courage,  and  brains 
even,  were  not  in  proportion  to  his  Latin  or  his 
pedigree,  and  many  who  had  never  earned  more 
than  £100  a  year  in  shop  or  office,  were  found  to  be 
true  officers  and  heroes.  These  little  theories  were 
shattered  and  some  were  astonished  at  the  mystery 
of  it  all.  They  were  no  doubt  quite  right  in  their 
rules  according  to  known  standards,  but  it  is  the 
incalculable  part  in  human  life  that  confounds  our 
theories. 

The  Jews  applied  the  same  theory  to  Christ. 
They  had  it  all  in  black  and  white,  from  whom 
He  was  to  spring,  in  what  He  would  be  clothed, 
how  He  would  speak,  and  what  He  should  do,  and 
when  He  came  in  exceptional  guise  and  in  an  inferior 
town,  they  cried,  "Is  not  this  the  carpenter?" 
There  are  miracles  yet  in  life,  spiritual  powers,  and 
unique  traits  in  human  character,  for  which  there  is 
no  logical  explanation.  Dozens  of  books  or  articles 
are  written  to  prove  that  William  Shakespeare  was 
merely  a  myth  ;  that  Lord  Bacon  was  in  reality  the 
author  of  Shakespeare's  plays  and  dramas.  How 
could  a  man  in  such  a  narrow  environment,  with 
such  small  means  of  acquiring  the  prodigious 
knowledge  so  evident  in  his  writings,  discover  such 
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powers  ?  "  It  is  impossible,"  say  the  critics  and 
theorists.  But  humanity  has  over  and  over  again 
made  the  impossible  possible ;  it  is  constantly 
producing  miracles  which  are  really  no  miracles  at 
all,  for  Nature  often  does  the  unexpected — it  makes 
the  grass  to  grow  upon  the  mountains. 

The  Church  of  God  has  often  in  times  like  ours 
been  pessimistic,  but  it  is  a  great  mistake.  There 
is  always  the  unknown,  invisible,  unexplored  element 
waiting  its  time  of  birth,  or  birth  of  its  opportunity. 
Elijah  fancied  all  was  lost  when  the  prophets  were 
slain,  altars  of  God  demolished,  and  power  was 
placed  in  the  hands  of  the  wicked  and  idolatrous 
Queen  Jezebel.  Preachers  and  prophets  in  Scotland 
thought  all  was  lost  when  they  had  to  fly  for  their 
lives  in  the  killing  times  to  the  mountains,  but  it 
was  not  true.  God  takes  care  of  his  own,  and  when 
everything  had  gone  wrong  with  Elijah  and  he 
wailed  out,  "  I  only  am  left  alone,  and  they  seek  my 
life,"  God  replied,  "  I  have  reserved  to  Myself  seven 
thousand  men  who  have  not  bowed  the  knee  to  the 
image  of  Baal."  There  are  always  the  reserves  in 
the  spiritual  army,  and  they  will  come  from 
unexpected  homes  and  haunts  when  God's  heroes 
are  wanted. 

Writers  on  heredity  and  environment  make  it 
quite  plain  what  are  the  laws  regulating  these,  but 
there  are  limits  and  exceptions.  They  say,  "  Given 
good  parents,  children  will  be  good  also.  Given 
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good  houses,  good  homes,  and  all  slums  demolished, 
men  and  women  and  children  will  be  good,  healthy 
and  happy."  It  is  true,  but  not  a  universal  truth. 
We  all  know  of  the  proverbial  "  black  sheep,"  and 
of  many  a  wail  like  David's  over  his  lost  son  Absalom 
"Would  God  I  had  died  for  thee,  O  Absalom, 
my  son,"  and  we  know  also  from  history  or  experience, 
of  worthless  parents,  and  of  miserable  surroundings, 
that  produced  splendid  heroes  and  sometimes 
Christian  martyrs.  We  may  have  laws  calculated 
to  a  certainty,  theories  regarding  parentage  and 
surroundings  and  training  of  men  arranged  to 
mathematical  correctness,  and  yet  may  leave  the 
highest  Reality  of  all  out  of  account — the  fact  of 
Almighty  God.  Science  teaches  us  respect  for  the 
laws  of  the  good  government  of  the  world,  but 
science  is  not  God,  and  science  cannot  give  adequate 
cause  for  the  extraordinary  and  miraculous,  and  God 
is  both  in  origin  and  being.  All  the  scientists 
flounder  when  they  try  to  give  adequate  proof  of 
the  being  of  God,  or  the  cause  of  the  coming  of 
Christ,  or  the  marvellous  significance  of  His  life 
and  death  on  the  Cross  "  for  us  men  and  for 
our  salvation." 

It  is  quite  easy  to  understand  the  commonplace, 
humdrum,  every-day  occurrences  of  life,  but  the 
exceptional,  the  unexpected,  and  the  surprising,  as 
the  loss  of  an  only  child,  the  riven  heart  of  a  widow 
and  the  catastrophe  of  broken  lives,  can  only  be 
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solved  by  the  soul  who  believes  in  the  great  overheart 
of  God— that,  above  all  human  calculations,  higher 
than  geometry  and  scientific  reckoning,  there  lives 
that  Power  that  we  call  God  and  are  taught  to  believe 
is  Love. 

The  most  unexpected  thing  in  all  the  world  to 
a  sinful  heart  is  God's  Love,  and  that  is  beyond  our 
understanding,  for  even  St.  John  cried  in  astonish 
ment,  "  Behold  what  manner  of  love  the  Father 
hath  bestowed  upon  us,  that  we  should  be  called 
the  sons  of  God,  and  it  doth  not  yet  appear  what 
we  shall  be." 

Writing  to  Gladstone,  then  a  young  man,  Bishop 
Wilberforce  urged  him  to  "  look  calmly  before  you, 
.  .  .  and  act  now  with  a  view  to  then."  He 
seemed  to  foresee  the  future  greatness  of  the 
statesman.  We  are  called  sons  of  God — now,  and 
surely  we  should  live  so  that  we  may  not  be 
astonished  then,  for  when  He  shall  appear  we  should 
be  like  Him,  for  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is. 
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Lackadaisical 


It  is  too  much  for  you  to  go  up  to  Jerusalem. 

THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  KINGS. 

Mind  you  don't  give  up  as  I  did  twenty  years  of  my 

life  to  trifling. 

THOMAS  BROWN. 


XV 
Lackadaisical 

THE  Kingdom  of  Solomon  was  rent  in  twain. 
Solomon's  son  Rehoboam,  the  young  king,  when 
crowned  was  badly  advised  by  the  burdened  and 
discontented,  who  were  too  impulsive  and  would 
not  wait  for  constitutional  reform.  They  hastened 
to  Jeroboam,  a  once  favoured  servant  of  King 
Solomon,  and  a  man  of  great  ability,  who  had  for 
certain  reasons  been  banished.  This  was  his  hour 
of  chance,  and  he  grasped  it.  Ten  tribes  revolted 
from  Rehoboam,  fled  to  Jeroboam  and  determined 
to  make  him  their  king.  Two  tribes — Judah  and 
Benjamin — remained  loyal.  Rehoboam  did  not 
fight  because  God  said,  "No,  you  must  not  fight, 
for  these  men  are  your  brethren,"  but  time  usually 
brings  its  revenges,  and  Jeroboam  the  usurper,  got 
afraid  of  King  Rehoboam,  and  said  in  his  plotting 
heart,  "  If  I  permit  my  ten  tribes  to  go  to  Jerusalem 
to  worship  in  the  Temple,  they  will  go  back  again 
to  the  allegiance  of  Rehoboam.  I  must  stop  it  at 
any  price."  And  he  did  stop  it  at  the  price  of 
conscience.  He  made  golden  calves,  and  placed 
one  at  Bethel  and  another  at  Dan,  and  said  to  the 
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people,  "  These  be  thy  gods,  O  Israel.  It  is  too 
much  for  you  to  go  up  to  Jerusalem,"  and  from  that 
day  onward  he  won  the  ignominious  epitaph — 
"  Jeroboam,  the  son  of  Nebat,  who  made  Israel 


to  sin.'3 


There  is  undoubtedly  a  great  deal  of  plausibility 
in  the  action  of  Jeroboam.  On  the  surface,  it 
looked  even  like  common  sense  ;  it  was  evidently 
an  ideal  compromise.  It  was  really  most  incon 
venient  for  the  people  of  the  ten  tribes  to  trek  so 
far  away,  across  the  country,  and  over  the  hills,  and 
trail  down  the  monotonous  valleys,  and  then  march 
onward  up  the  steep  and  rugged  slopes  from  Shechem 
to  Jerusalem  to  worship  God,  especially  when  just 
at  their  own  doors  they  could  pray  in  their  own  way, 
at  Bethel  and  Dan.  It  was  quite  too  much  trouble, 
and  was  really  unnecessary  considering  how  they 
were  placed  at  the  time.  Jeroboam  and  his 
satellites  could  make  out  a  splendid  case.  By 
Jesuitry  and  strategy  the  people  of  Israel  were  led 
by  illusory  sophistry  to  imagine  that  they  were 
worshipping  God  as  well  at  Bethel  and  Dan  before 
the  calves  of  gold,  as  if  they  had  gone  up  to  the  Holy 
Temple  to  prostrate  themselves  before  the  true  and 
only  God  at  Jerusalem.  "  What,"  says  he,  "  is  the 
good  of  all  the  unnecessary  energy  ;  it  is  too  much 
for  you  to  go  up  to  Jerusalem." 

It  was  exceedingly  plausible  of  Jeroboam  and  his 
counsellors,  but  it  had  one  tremendous  drawback — 
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it  was  utterly  untrue  to  fact.  The  people  of  God 
had  for  many  years  gone  up  to  Jerusalem  to  sing  the 
beautiful  Psalms  of  David  : 

How  lovely  is  Thy  dwelling-place, 

O  Lord  of  Hosts,  to  me ; 
The  tabernacles  of  Thy  Grace, 

How  pleasant,  Lord,  they  be. 

Instead  of  a  trouble  it  was  the  joy  of  their  souls, 
the  strength  of  the  days,  the  most  sacred  and 
contented  week  of  all  the  year,  that  holy  calm,  that 
sweet  communion  of  soul  won  in  the  house  of  prayer 
in  the  glorious  city  of  Jerusalem.  But  it  was  very 
plausible  advice  and  it  lured  a  great  people  to  forget 
God  and  revive  again  the  old  calf  worship  of  Egypt, 
and  finally  led  to  oblivion,  for  history  only  speaks  of 
them  as  the  "  lost  ten  tribes  of  Israel." 

Some  men  of  the  Jeroboam  type  are  giving  advice 
very  similar  during  these  last  years.  They  say, 
"  Faith  has  failed,  the  Church  has  failed,  Christ 
has  failed."  Others  say  "  They  have  not  failed, 
but  they  are  too  difficult  to  reach,  too  far  beyond 
us,  too  holy  to  attempt  to  follow,  and  though  these 
ideals  were  right  in  the  early  days  of  Christianity,  or 
at  the  Reformation,  when  life  was  easier,  ridicule 
less,  and  faith  stronger,  now  it  is  different,  when  so 
many  evils  are  prevalent,  weakening  the  sense  of 
right,  and  undermining  the  faith  of  the  Church, 
and  when  the  trend  of  opinion  is  opposition  to 
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established  Christianity,  the  tendency  of  the  age  is 
not  worship  of  God,  but  abandonment  to  dissolute 
pleasures  and  degenerate  follies."  "  And  what  does 
it  matter  any  way,"  say  the  Jeroboams.  "What  is 
the  use  of  being  a  Mark  Tapley,  fighting  against 
the  darkest  days ;  what  good  will  perseverance  or 
drudgery,  or  striving  after  conquest  of  self  do  ? 
What  does  it  matter  in  the  end  what  you  do  with 
your  life,  how  you  waste  your  youth  and  riper  years, 
whether  you  spend  your  Sundays  in  church  or  in 
the  fields,  or  in  bed,  whether  you  aim  at  God,  or 
just  drift  in  pleasurable  ease  and  material  joys  and 
physical  pleasures  ?  Take  the  easier  way,  the 
nearest  road,  the  pleasant  path.  The  other  quest 
for  God,  the  yearning  for  Heaven,  the  passionate 
cry  to  reach  your  Ideal  is  too  high  and  difficult — 
'  It  is  too  much  for  you  to  go  up  to  Jerusalem.'  : 

The  prevailing  cry  of  the  present  day  Jeroboams 
is  to  take  your  ease,  let  matters  drift,  let  your  soul 
stagnate,  yield  to  the  tempter,  and  give  in.  A  lady 
novelist,  who  aspires  just  now  to  Parliamentary 
fame,  told  us  recently  that  a  friend  of  hers  ran  away 
to  a  nursing  home  every  time  the  pressure  and  worry 
of  life  got  too  great  for  her.  It  was  not  illness 
really  that  made  her  leave  her  husband  to  incon 
veniences  and  servants'  mercies,  but  just  a  desire  to 
escape  burdens  and  miseries,  real  or  imaginary. 
The  British  "  Tommy  "  called  this  sort  of  spirit 
"  getting  the  wind  up."  It  is  a  species  of  cowardice. 
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This  revolt  against  conditions  may  have  been 
excusable  in  war  time,  or  in  the  reaction  immediately 
after  the  war,  but  there  is  not  so  much  excuse  now. 
The  revolt  of  life  that  makes  any  man  or  woman 
shun  or  run  away  from  duty  is  and  must  be  wrong. 
Jeroboam  blamed  the  distance  and  difficulty  of  the 
road  to  Jerusalem.  Many  now  blame  the  war  for 
everything — for  religious  indifference,  godless  lives, 
rebellion  against  the  moral  law  and  human  amenities 
and  decencies,  but  if  we  examine  things  fairly,  is 
the  war  or  its  aftermath  or  reactions  any  adequate 
excuse  ?  Surely  not.  Conditions  for  the  great 
majority  of  people  are  better  now  than  before  the 
war.  Life  is  easier.  When  there  was  unemploy 
ment  before  the  war,  starvation  and  wretchedness 
were  infinitely  worse.  The  strain  of  war  did  not 
touch  a  great  many  who  blame  it  now  for  many 
things,  and  in  any  case  those  who  were  in  it,  or 
worried  at  home,  have  had  time  enough  to  take  their 
bearings  morally  and  spiritually,  and  to  react  the 
other  way.  Others  who  suffered  most,  who  lost 
loved  ones,  or  health  or  limbs  or  wealth,  have  for 
the  most  part  buried  their  sorrows  and  have  taken 
comfort  in  the  sense  of  duty,  in  the  silences  of  the 
soul.  The  noblest  kind  of  revolt  in  life  is  to  revolt 
against  the  wrong,  repel  discontent,  shatter  the  spirit 
of  hatred,  and  destroy  the  sin  that  lurks  in  our  own 
hearts.  There  have  been  more  than  enough  of 
rebellions  and  murders  and  thefts  and  hatred  of 
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class  to  class  and  nation  to  nation  for  several  years. 
The  people  and  the  nation  and  the  world  will  prove 
that  the  Spirit  of  God  and  civilisation  and  Christ 
ianity  prevail  when  revolt  against  sin  and  faithless 
ness  and  Christless  practices  occurs,  and  not  till 
then.  "  Ah,"  but  the  Jeroboams  say,  "  that  is  far  too 
difficult  and  too  self-sacrificing  ;  it  is  too  much  for 
you  to  go  up  to  Jerusalem." 

The  late  Sir  Edward  Shackleton,  after  his  great 
South  Polar  exploration,  showed  cinematograph 
films  picturing  himself  and  his  two  comrades  dragging 
heavily  loaded  sledges  over  long  wastes  of  snow. 
For  some  minutes  the  film  ran  on,  showing  nothing 
but  monotonous  scenes.  Then  the  audience  got 
impatient.  Shackleton  smiled.  "  Exactly,"  he 
said,  "  you  are  tired  of  it  in  two  minutes ;  we  went 
on  doing  it  for  twenty-eight  days."  It  is 

Better  to  strive  and  climb, 

And  never  reach  the  goal, 
Than  to  drift  along  with  time, 

An  aimless,  worthless  soul. 

It    should   never   be   too  much   to  go  up  to  our 
Jerusalem. 

The  supreme  error  in  Jeroboam's  life  was  the 
spirit  of  trifling  with  the  Faith  of  God.  He  trifled 
with  it  himself  and  taught  the  people  to  trifle  with  it. 
Thomas  Brown  wrote  to  a  young  correspondent : 
"  Mind  you  never  give  up  as  I  did  twenty  years  of 
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my  life  to  trifling."  It  is  easy  to  trifle  and  backslide 
from  right  living,  and  clean  thinking — it  is  almost 
impossible  to  get  back  again. 

Never  by  lapse  of  time 
The  soul  defaced  by  crime, 
Into  its  former  self  returns  again. 

It  was  a  most  insidious  advice  Jeroboam  gave. 
He  did  not  advise  the  Israelites  to  give  up  their 
religion.  They  would  have  repelled  him  in  that, 
and  forsaken  him  boldly  if  he  had  said  only,  "  These 
calves  of  gold  are  just  idols ;  worship  them."  He 
displayed  much  more  craft.  The  Jeroboams,  the 
antagonists  of  righteousness,  the  assailants  of  purity, 
the  champions  of  evil  practices,  the  enemies  of 
Christianity,  are  much  too  cunning.  They  take  a 
far  more  subtle  and  Machiavellian  way.  They 
would  not  displace  God  and  purity  and  Christianity 
at  once ;  they  would  just  suggest  substitutes,  and 
clothe  these  in  the  garb  of  beauty.  For  God  they 
will  substitute  a  likeness  of  Him  clothed  in  golden 
garb.  As  they  kneel  before  this  they  may  think  of 
Him.  For  Bible  teaching  they  tempt  with  the 
speciousness  and  persuasiveness  of  ethical  instruction  : 
for  Christianity  they  would  supersede  a  frigid 
moral  code,  without  spirituality,  void  of  grace,  a 
sort  of  paralysed  sphinx  in  the  name  of  religion. 
These  substitutes  all  look  so  harmless  beautiful 
exquisite  and  flowery  that  the  unwary  and  the 
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simple,  are  too  often  surprised  fascinated  and 
ensnared  for  ever.  In  some  seas  of  the  Orient, 
there  are  seductive  beds  of  beautiful  sea  anemone. 
They  are  exquisite  in  colouring,  these  sea-roses. 
Yet  in  fact  they  are  voracious  villains,  for  when  a 
fish  touches  them  a  hundred  lines  or  suckers  shoot 
out,  putrid  and  poisonous,  and  bind  their  victim, 
and  the  heedless  and  incautious  little  creature  is 
swallowed  up  by  the  anemone  "  blossom."  The 
master-stroke  of  insidious  Jeroboam  was  to  play 
idolatry  off  as  holiness  and  devotion.  These  specious 
sirenic  influences  are  saying  everywhere  these  days, 
"  It  is  too  much  for  you  to  go  up  to  Jerusalem." 
But  let  us  remember  that  underneath  the  brilliant 
rose  and  vermilion  of  the  sea  anemone  are  poison 
and  death  ;  and  because  of  the  seductive  call  of 
Jeroboam  came  the  ruin,  the  captivity,  and 
blotting  out  from  the  Book  of  Life  these  deceived, 
despairing,  and  broken-hearted  lost  ten  tribes  of 
Israel. 
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Saul!    Saul! 

Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do  ? 

THE  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES. 

When  the  scourge 
Inexorable  and  the  torturing  hour 

Call  us  to  penance. 

MILTON'S  PARADISE  LOST. 


XVI 
The  Personal  Call 

THESE  were  great  days  in  the  early  Christian  Church, 
and  greater  were  the  leaders  and  men  who  heard 
Christ's  own  call  to  the  heart.  A  baptism  from 
above  came  down  to  Galilee,  and  lives  were  made 
beautiful  as  hearts  were  yielded  to  the  influence 
of  the  Cross.  A  change,  however,  had  come  over  the 
face  of  the  earth,  for  the  halo  and  the  push  of 
Christ's  presence  had  gone,  because  He  had  been 
crucified,  and  died  a  death  of  shame.  The  crowds 
that  followed  Him  in  sunshine  had  scattered,  as 
crowds,  shallow  and  excitable,  usually  do.  They 
had  applauded  Christ  in  multitudes,  on  hillsides 
and  valleys,  but  only  a  few  experienced  the  truth  and 
reality  of  His  work.  These  alone  stuck  to  Him 
and  to  His  Church  and  to  His  disciples  after  He  had 
gone.  Even  Jerusalem  was  harried  by  persecution 
and  His  followers  were  dogged  by  unsleeping 
oppression.  Yet  there  was  an  undercurrent  moving 
in  individual  minds.  It  was  inarticulate  and  voice 
less,  but  the  soul  "  whose  silence  is  heard  only  to 
God "  was  listening.  Young  men  were  being 
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moved,  and  prepared  for  some  secret  manifestation 
of  an  inward  power,  that  could  transform  life  itself. 
The  personality  was  being  touched  and  vitalised  by 
a  divine  energy  of  which  the  individual  heart  was 
only  semi-conscious.  Suggestions  of  all  this  were 
stirring  in  his  soul  when  a  voice  cried  to  a  man  in 
conflict  of  conscience,  "  Saul."  It  was  the  silent 
voice  that  had  influenced  him  for  months,  now 
articulate  and  personal,  and  he  knew  it,  for  he  said 
"  Lord."  "  Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to 
do  ?  "  It  was  the  call  of  God  to  the  individual ; 
the  voice  of  universal  conscience  to  the  personal 
heart.  Sooner  or  later  that  call,  in  some  way, 
comes  to  every  man  and  every  child  of  woman  born, 
and  happy  is  the  heart  that  listens.  There  are  many 
vocations  and  callings  in  life,  great  and  good  and 
important,  but  the  highest  and  the  noblest  is  that 
allegiance  which  insures  that  the  days  and  years  of 
life  shall  be  run  in  harmony  with  the  will  of  God. 
When  Gladstone  had  almost  run  life's  race,  he  wrote 
to  the  Duke  of  Argyll  his  strong  conviction  that  "  we 
politicians  are  children,  playing  with  toys  in  com 
parison  to  that  great  work  of  and  for  mankind  which 
has  to  be  done  and  will  yet  be  done,  in  restoring 
belief."  Faith  moulds  character  and  forms  manhood 
at  its  best.  The  faith  of  Christ  is  not  obtrusive,  it 
will  not  crowd  other  right  things  out,  but  it  does 
undoubtedly  vitalise,  and  pervade  and  disseminate 
its  wholesome  influence  through  the  whole  of  life. 
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Can  you  conceive  of  an  Ingersoll  or  a  Bradlaugh  or 
a  Mill,  men  who  in  their  day  attacked  or  ignored  the 
Faith  of  Christ,  leaving  an  influence  behind  cal 
culated  to  sweeten,  purify,  and  enrich  human  life  ? 
On  the  other  hand,  it  is  impossible  to  think  of  men 
like  Norman  Macleod  Charles  Spurgeon  and  David 
Livingstone,  without  conceiving  humanity  bettered, 
hearts  redeemed,  and  lives  purified  by  contact  with 
their  life,  and  their  faith.  What  is  the  secret  of  all 
this  ? 

The  supreme  secret  is  the  call  of  God  to  the 
individual  heart,  early  heard  and  instantly  obeyed. 
If  I  may  be  allowed  to  make  examples  of  men  high  in 
politics — an  inflammable  subject  which  can  hardly 
be  touched  by  a  minister  without  creating  fire, 
and  yet  officially  he  is  above  politics  and  should  not 
care  what  opinions  men  may  hold,  as  long  as  they 
are  loyal  and  constitutional  and  righteous — I  will 
mention  two  men,  much  maligned,  criticised,  hated 
or  loved,  just  as  their  words  or  actions  tell  on 
minds  for  the  moment,  who  could  never  have  wielded 
such  enormous  influence  at  home  and  abroad  in  the 
most  trying  years  Great  Britain  has  ever  known, 
had  they  not  heard  early  in  life  and  listened  to  it 
through  the  years  between,  God's  voice  above  the 
storms  of  passion  and  prejudice.  Whatever  the 
world  may  think  of  them  now,  and  the  multitudes 
have  bad  memories  and  no  gratitude,  this  Empire 
has  reason  to  thank  God  that  Lloyd  George  and  Bonar 
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Law  gave  heed  to  the  divine  call  early  in  life,  and 
wielded  a  steadying  Christian  influence,  during  the 
tragic  years,  that  no  human  words  can  express.  That 
was  the  call  that  gave  motive  to  Paul.  Motive  leads 
to  action  and  enquires,  "  Lord,  what  wilt  Thou 
have  me  to  do  ?  " 

In  courts  of  law  and  justice  one  of  the  greatest 
considerations  is  to  find  the  motive.  When  you  find 
someone  doing  a  great  outstanding  achievement, 
you  look  for  a  motive,  a  provocation,  for  the  action. 
Behind  it  all  is  some  personal  enticement  and 
principle  of  action.  Men  attain  the  highest  accom 
plishments  when  there  are  splendid  urgencies. 
What  was  the  urge  and  the  motive  that  interpreted 
the  present  and  commanded  the  future  of  Paul's 
life,  and  expressed  its  self-surrender  ?  What  was 
this  magnificent  compulsion,  a  compulsion  that 
made  life  beautiful  and  filled  it  all  with  love  ?  There 
was  one  motive  only  that  transformed  and  revolu 
tionised  his  life.  That  motive  is  summed  up  in 
one  name — Christ.  The  Voice  said,  "  Saul,  Saul !  " 
"  Who  art  thou,  Lord  ?  "  The  Voice  said,  "  I  am 
Jesus."  "  Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do  ?  " 
"  Arise,"  said  Christ,  "  and  go  and  do."  The  urge 
of  God  and  Love  and  Life  lay  behind  that  call  to 
the  heart  of  Paul.  When  he  set  out  on  the  road  to 
Damascus,  he  was  breathing  out  slaughter  and 
hatred  against  all  who  named  the  name  of  Christ. 
Who  or  what  changed  all  that  hate  into  love  ?  Some 
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say  it  was  myth,  others  that  it  was  emotion,  some 
that  it  was  madness :  but  myth  and  emotion  and 
madness  would  not  have  kept  his  life  and  won  the 
men  of  Rome  and  Greece  and  Corinth  to  own 
Christ's  sway  and  affirm  till  the  end,  "  I  am  persuaded 
that  neither  life  nor  death  .  .  .  shall  be  able 
to  separate  us  from  the  love  of  God  which  is  in 
Christ  Jesus  our  Lord." 

When  the  call  came  to  Paul  it  was  personal. 
It  had  nothing  to  do  with  other  people.  It  was  a 
call  to  himself  alone,  and  his  own  heart  had  to  answer. 
It  has  been  the  same  all  down  the  ages.  While 
God's  invitation  is  universal  His  call  is  always 
personal.  He  called  Peter  and  James  and  John 
individually,  and  He  calls  still  to  each  heart. 
Religion  is  personal  and  cannot  be  done  by  proxy. 
A  parent  can  only  do  a  limited  amount  for  a  child  or 
a  child  for  a  parent,  or  a  wife  for  a  husband.  "  Lord, 
what  shall  this  man  do  ?  "  said  Peter.  "  What  is 
that  to  thee,"  said  the  Master;  "  follow  thou  Me." 
Each  individual  is  accountable  to  God  for  himself 
and  must  take  the  great  venture  of  faith  alone. 
There  are  crises  in  every  life,  and  the  divine  call 
is  one  of  them,  when  we  must  enter  the  valley  alone. 
No  one  else  can  come  with  us. 

In  the  crisis  of  temptation,  we  must  stand  alone. 

In  the  hour  of  sorrow,  who  can  enter ! 

In  the  crisis  of  bereavement  it  is  one's  own  heart 
alone  that  must  pass  through  all  the  phases  of  grief, 
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and  the  feelings  and  sufferings  must  be  borne  by 
each  alone.  Each  one  of  us  must  lead  our  life 
individually  as  we  must  each  give  a  personal  account 
to  the  judge  of  all  the  earth.  One  is  held  account 
able  for  one's  own  talents,  but  not  for  the  gifts  of 
another.  When  a  man  hears  God's  call  and  heeds 
it  he  may  be  certain  that  the  great  Master  of  Life 
will  give  him  the  work  that  he  is  fit  for.  If  each 
Christian  life  would  do  the  work  to  which  it  is  fitted, 
the  Church  would  draw  the  world  to  the  Cross  in 
one  generation.  Plato  said  that  the  Ideal  Society 
is  one  in  which  each  has  the  opportunity  to  do  his 
own  work,  and  has  his  joy  in  doing  it.  We  are  far 
removed  from  that  ideal  now,  and  much  further 
from  the  Christ's.  Many  are  in  positions  that  they 
dislike,  some  in  businesses  they  detest,  and  others 
are  in  situations  where  conscience  is  rebuked,  or  is 
being  constantly  stifled,  and  others  are  being 
dominated  by  those  who  would  make  them  eye 
servants  and  men-pleasers.  If  these  workers  have 
heard  Christ's  call  there  will  be  a  way  out.  If  He 
is  in  the  soul  they  will  express  it  in  the  way  they  do 
their  work,  and  if  they  cannot  have  Him  righteously 
with  them  in  their  calling,  they  may  rely  on  it,  He 
will  find  them  a  path  and  a  place.  Work  is  not  all 
pleasure,  and  life  is  not  all  sunshine,  but  if  we  put 
earnestness  and  faith  and  conscience  into  it,  if  we 
can  but  say, "  Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do  ?  " 
we  may  be  certain  that  it  will  be  full  of  the 
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consciousness  of  right  and  the  spirit  of  content.  We 
can  do  anything  with  our  life,  we  can  make  it  or 
mar  it,  lift  it  or  degrade  it ;  it  is  ours.  But  only 
the  call  of  Christ  can  transform  it.  He  calls  to  each  ; 
it  is  a  personal  call.  Spurn  it  and  we  degrade  it. 
Heed  it  and  rise  to  Him. 

From  the  same  cradle's  side, 

From  the  same  mother's  knee, 
One  to  long  darkness  and  the  frozen  tide, 

One  to  the  peaceful  sea. 
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CHRISTMAS 

She  laid  Him  in  a  manger,  because  there  was  no  room  for 
them  in  the  inn. 

ST.  LUKE'S  GOSPEL. 

Unto  us  a  child  is  born,  unto  us  a  son  is  given. 

THE  BOOK  OF  JSAIAH. 


XVII 
Crowded  Out 

THE  day  of  Christ's  coming  was  written  about  by 
prophets  and  scribes  and  historians.  These  men 
of  advanced  learning  and  impressing  influence  had 
prepared  the  world  for  an  event  of  paramount 
importance.  In  Judaea  especially  this  great  event 
was  looked  for  with  eager  expectancy  ;  but  the 
consciousness  that  it  was  coming  had  travelled  far 
beyond  the  land  of  Judaea.  Two  great  Roman 
historians — Tacitus  and  Suetonius — make  special 
reference  to  it.  It  is  clear  then  from  these  writers 
as  well  as  from  Josephus,  the  Hebrew,  that  emanating 
in  the  East,  it  had  travelled  forward  into  the  West 
as  far  as  Rome  ;  this  sense  of  a  wonderful  event 
that  would  happen  in  Judaea  and  make  a  deep  and 
abiding  impression  over  all  the  world. 

History  was  moving  towards  this  great  consum 
mation.  Prophets  foretold  it ;  the  Graeco- 
Roman  world  for  a  hundred  years  eagerly  expected 
it ;  the  planets  in  their  courses  whispered  their 
secrets  to  the  wise  Magi,  and  the  stars  in  conjunction 
told  it  to  an  expectant  world  and  yet  when  the  day 
dawned,  when  the  event  happened,  when  the 
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long-looked-for  Prince  came  down  to  men,  "  there 
was  no  room  for  Him  in  the  inn." 

What  was  the  reason  of  this  ?  How  was  it 
possible  that  an  event  of  such  delicacy  and  sacred- 
ness  had  to  happen  close  beside  the  crowd  ?  The 
Emperor  Augustus  had  issued  a  decree  that,  as 
St.  Luke  says,  "  all  the  world  should  be  enrolled  "— 
that  is  to  say,  a  census  of  the  population  had  to  be 
taken,  and  in  accordance  with  Roman  method  every 
man  and  woman  had  to  go  to  their  native  city  to 
record  their  names.  Joseph  was  living  at  Nazareth,  in 
Galilee,  at  his  trade,  and  Mary,  his  betrothed  wife, 
was,  of  course,  there  also.  There  were  reasons 
why  they  should  remain  there  ;  it  was  the  cold 
winter  season  and  Mary  was  in  too  delicate  a  state 
of  health  for  a  long  journey.  Home  was  the  place 
at  such  a  time,  but  as  Joseph,  in  order  to  fulfil  the 
law,  had  to  go,  it  was  a  problem  whether  he  should 
leave  her  in  such  a  condition  to  the  critical  and  prying 
eyes  of  neighbours,  or  take  her  under  his  own  care 
with  him  to  his  native  city  of  Bethlehem,  to  enrol 
himself  as  one  of  the  house  and  lineage  of  David. 
Joseph  decided  to  have  his  betrothed  wife  under 
his  own  care,  and  St.  Luke  records  the  simple 
fact. 

A  great  amount  of  discussion  centred  around 
this  narrative  and  higher  critics  for  several  years 
affirmed  that  the  Gospel  historians,  especially  Luke, 
were  unhistorical.  Critics  such  as  Strauss  and 
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Schmiedel  and  others  averred  that  Caesar  Augustus 
never  ordered  a  census  or  enrolment  of  all  the 
world ;  and  even  had  he  so  ordered  it,  Palestine, 
being  a  dependent  kingdom,  was  exempt;  and  even 
had  it  not  been  exempt  it  was  not  necessary  for  Joseph 
and  Mary  to  go  from  Nazareth  to  Bethlehem, 
because  Roman  law  did  not  compel  persons  to  enrol 
according  to  origin  or  birth,  and  they  also  affirm 
that  Quirinius  was  never  governor  of  Syria  under 
Herod  the  Great. 

If  these  averments  of  the  critics  be  true,  then 
grave  doubt  is  cast  on  St.  Luke's  narrative,  and  the 
truth  of  the  Gospel  story  is  undermined.  But  are 
they  true  ?  No  one  now  would  listen  to  these 
critics  because  their  statements  have  been  found  to 
be  historically  inaccurate. 

One  of  the  Papyri  now  in  the  British  Museum 
was  translated  by  Dr.  Kenyon  and  Mr.  H.  T.  Bell, 
researchers,  and  it  is  dated  A.D.  104,  and  this  is  a 
free  translation  of  it  :  "  Caius  Maximus,  Governor 
of  Egypt,  commands  that  in  order  to  prepare  the 
census  of  the  inhabitants  according  to  households, 
it  is  necessary  for  any  one  who  from  any  cause  is 
residing  elsewhere  than  the  town  of  his  birth  to 
return  thither  and  duly  fill  up  the  schedule."  It  is 
seen,  therefore,  that  it  was  a  Roman  practice  to 
register  in  the  place  of  birth.  But  it  has  been  denied 
that  Quirinius  was  governor  of  Syria  at  that  time, 
the  date  of  Christ's  birth.  Sir  William  Ramsay  has 

179 


Sunlit  Hopes 

verified  the  statement  in  St.  Luke's  Gospel.  He 
found  in  Hissar-ardi,  near  to  Antioch,  on  a  stone 
near  the  Mosque,  the  name  of  Quirinius  and  the 
inscription  refers  to  the  "  Soldiers  of  Legion  XII," 
and  this  legion  is  known  to  have  engaged  in  the  war 
with  the  Northern  tribes  during  10-7  B.C.  Luke's 
statement  is  therefore  correct,  for  if  Quirinus  was 
engaged  in  the  war,  he  was  therefore  governor  of 
Syria  before  6  B.C.,  and  Canon  Cox,  in  his  book 
"  The  Virgin  Birth,"  disposes  of  the  higher  critics' 
other  statement  that  Augustus  would  not  force 
Herod's  subjects  to  be  taxed  or  enrolled  because  it 
is  historical  that  he  did  issue  such  orders  in  the  case 
of  the  Samaritans  after  the  Varus  revolt. 

You  will  see,  therefore,  that  it  was  necessary 
for  Joseph  to  go  to  register  his  name  in  his  native 
village  of  Bethlehem. 

It  was  a  strange  journey  they  took  under  the 
stars  of  the  Syrian  sky.  They  were  not  alone,  for 
many  others  had  to  go  for  the  same  reason.  Journey 
ing  onward  they  traversed  holy  and  sacred  ground, 
but  their  thoughts  were  not  of  these  things.  Hidden 
anxiety  lurked  in  the  heart  of  the  man,  and  the  pain 
of  anticipation  gripped  the  heart  of  the  woman. 
Would  she  be  there  in  time  ?  The  last  few  miles 
were  full  of  dread.  Joseph  hurried  on,  but  when  he 
arrived  the  other  travellers  had  filled  the  town,  and 
every  available  spot  was  taken  and  there  was  no  room 
for  them  in  the  inn. 
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What  was  to  be  done  ?  It  must  be  remembered 
that  the  Jews  were  famous  for  hospitality  to  strangers. 
They  took  them  into  their  own  houses,  and  they  do 
so  to  this  day,  when  strangers  are  in  need.  In  these 
old  days  they  even  built  "  khans  "  or  shelters,  for 
weary  travellers,  who  could  not  find  accommodation 
in  any  private  house.  These  "  khans "  were 
generally  built  in  a  square,  and  open,  and  in  the 
middle  there  was  a  large  court  for  conveyances 
and  beasts  of  burden,  and  there  were  rooms  round 
the  galleries,  which  were  free  to  wayfarers.  It  is 
not  certain  whether  this  was  what  is  mentioned  by 
St.  Luke  as  "  the  inn."  In  another  place  the  same 
word  in  Greek  is  translated  "  guest  chamber,"  and 
perhaps  Joseph  had  expected  to  be  put  up  by  an 
acquaintance,  but  owing  to  the  lateness  of  his 
arrival,  the  house  was  full.  In  any  case,  whichever 
place  is  meant,  lodging  was  not  obtainable,  for  there 
was  no  room  in  the  inn,  and  after  a  long,  tedious 
journey  up  the  hill,  for  Bethlehem  lay  2,350  feet 
above  sea  level,  they  were  thankful  to  take  refuge 
in  one  of  the  natural  caves  in  the  hillside,  where  the 
cattle  were  bedded,  when  that  lonely  woman,  with 
out  even  the  sisterly  touch  of  another  woman's 
hand  met  her  crisis  of  pain  and  agony  and  brought 
forth  her  Son — her  first-born — and  fondled  first 
in  the  loving  arms  and  caressed  by  the  young 
mother's  hands,  He  was  hushed  to  sleep  with  her 
sweet  Hebrew  lullaby.  The  great  event  had 
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happened,  the  hope  of  all  the  ages  was  realised,  the 
vision  of  the  Prophets  had  come  in  human  form. 
"  Unto  us  a  child  is  born,  unto  us  a  son  is  given. 
His  name  shall  be  called  Wonderful,  Counsellor, 
everlasting  Father,  Prince  of  Peace."  "  Unto  you 
is  born  this  day  in  the  City  of  David,  a  Saviour  who 
is  Christ  the  Lord."  So  sang  the  prophets  and  the 
host  of  angels,  but,  ah  !  how  the  earth  was  silent. 
He  came  in  lowly  guise,  in  the  garb  of  a  little  child, 
unheeded  by  men,  but  heralded  by  the  angels,  who 
sang  of  joy  to  the  shepherds  at  Migdol,  "  Glory  to 
God  in  the  highest,  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to 
men,"  and  yet,  except  for  the  shepherds  who  were 
watching  and  the  magi  who  were  praying,  the  most 
momentous  event  in  history  for  which  the  world 
had  been  prepared,  the  point  from  which  time 
would  be  measured,  came  suddenly  to  pass,  and  this 
sad  old  world  was  almost  unconscious  of  the 
marvellous  fact  that  God  had  entered  it  anew  in  the 
garb  of  a  tender  Infant. 

What  unutterable  love  came  to  earth  that  night 
and  lay  in  the  manger  at  Bethlehem  !  And  yet 
the  world  had  no  room  for  Christ,  no,  not  even  in 
the  inn. 

When  one  reads  of  what  the  world  was  two 
thousand  years  ago  one  is  forced  to  confess  that  the 
coming  of  Jesus  has  made  an  enormous  difference, 
but  yet,  just  as  then,  it  is  true  now  that  so  many  have 
no  room  for  Jesus — no  room  in  the  home,  no  room 
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in  the  life,  no  room  in  the  heart.  If  the  world  had 
not  crowded  Him  out  for  years  there  would  have 
been  no  war,  no  blood-stained  suffering,  no  tragic 
misery,  no  bitter  national  hate  such  as  still  seems 
raging,  no  distrusts,  and  no  wrangling  over  dis 
armaments,  no  ruined  France  and  battered  Belgium, 
and  burdened  Britain.  With  the  Prince  of  Peace 
in  the  world,  in  the  home,  and  in  the  heart, 
life  would  be  again  what  it  was  at  the  first,  lived  as 
in  a  garden,  in  the  sunshine  and  the  light  of  the 
Love  of  God. 
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If  he  found  any  of  this  way,  whether  they  were  men  or 
women,  he  might  bring  them  bound  to  Jerusalem. 

THE  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES. 

Who  hath  not  owned  with  rapture-smitten  frame, 
The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name. 

CAMPBELL  in  THE  PLEASURES  OF  HOPE. 


XVIII 
Finding    a    Name 

NAMES  are  marks  by  which  persons  and  things  are 
denoted.  Sometimes  names  are  coined  to  describe 
certain  attributes. 

Realists  in  philosophy  held  that  the  attributes 
or  qualities  denoted  by  the  names  had  a  real  meaning. 
Nominalists  denied  the  reality  of  the  things  denoted 
by  the  names,  and  said  that  only  in  the  mind  was 
the  existence. 

The  people  in  Galilee  were  at  a  loss  to  coin  a 
word  for  a  certain  class  of  persons  that  had  recently 
sprung  up  in  their  midst.  They  saw  a  new  and  real 
phenomenon  among  them,  but  they  were  nominalists 
in  believing  or  trying  to  believe  that  it  existed 
merely  in  their  own  minds.  They  had  not  given  it 
a  name  yet ;  it  was  so  strange  and  peculiar  ;  its 
qualities  and  attributes  as  yet  were  unknown.  Then 
some  enemies  gave  it  a  nickname,  and  it  is  quite 
possible  that  a  laugh  was  heard  in  derision  as  perse 
cutors  called  the  disciples  of  Jesus  "  the  people  of 
the  Way,"  but  a  nickname  may  become,  and  often 
does,  a  tribute  of  honour.  Clemenceau  is  proud  of 
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his  nickname  the  "  Tiger."  That  great  thinker 
and  philosopher,  the  Apostle  Paul,  had  found  no 
name  for  those  men  and  women  who  had  left  the 
beaten  track  and  had  found  a  new  mode  of  life  and 
action.  He  only  knew  that  he  had  got  authoritative 
letters  to  persecute,  and  if  possible  stamp  out  or 
seize  and  bring  to  Jerusalem,  those  he  could  only  as 
yet  describe  as  the  People  of  the  Way.  What  was 
this  new  phenomenon,  and  what  were  its  outstanding 
qualities  or  characteristics  ? 

(i)  It  was  the  Way  of  the  Living  Word.  St. 
John  on  several  occasions  quotes  the  very  words  of 
Christ,  and  gives  us  a  vision  of  Him  standing  by  the 
side  of  the  road,  or  slopes  of  the  hill,  and  saying,  "  I 
am  the  Way."  That  surely  was  plain,  and  yet  the 
disciples'  eyes  were  often  holden  and  they  did  not 
understand.  It  was  pathetic  that  they  did  not 
know  Him  better.  On  one  occasion  He  said  He  was 
going  away,  and  "  whither  I  go  ye  know  and  the 
way  ye  know."  "  How  can  we  know  the  way  ?  " 
said  Thomas.  "  I  am  the  way  ;  no  man  cometh 
unto  the  Father  but  by  Me."  "  Show  us  the 
Father,"  said  Philip.  Jesus  said,  "  Have  I  been  so 
long  time  with  you  and  yet  hast  thou  not  known  Me, 
Philip  ?  I  am  in  the  Father  and  the  Father  in  Me." 

"  The  Word  was  made  flesh  and  dwelt  among 
us,  and  we  beheld  His  glory,  the  glory  of  the  only 
begotten  of  the  Father,  full  of  grace  and  truth." 
The  way  of  the  living  Word  was  very  different  to 
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the  way  of  the  Pharisees.  Their  way  was  paved 
with  burdens  and  contemptible  jots  and  magnified 
tittles  of  sins  that  were  no  sins  at  all.  To  keep  the 
law  of  the  Pharisees  was  impossible  and  so  their  way 
was  the  road  of  the  burdened  lives  and  broken  spirits. 
It  was  the  way  of  cruel  wrongs  and  vindictive 
persecutions ;  and  now  a  new  light  shone,  the  light 
of  the  living  Christ. 

The  word  had  breath  and  wrought 

With  human  hand  the  creed  of  creeds, 
In  loveliness  of  perfect  deeds, 

More  strong  than  all  poetic  thought. 

It  is  a  dreadful  thing  to  lose  the  way,  especially 
if  one  is  in  the  midst  of  dangers,  as  many  a  soldier 
found  to  his  hurt — the  battle  area  was  so  full  of  shell 
holes  and  broken  roads  and  sunken  tracks.  If  one 
had  no  guide  and  lost  the  way,  one's  plight  was 
pitiable.  In  the  way  of  life  too,  many  lose  the  road 
and  then  try  to  find  it.  To  those  who  sought  it 
Jesus  became  the  New  and  Living  Way.  He 
Himself  was  the  Way,  the  way  to  heaven,  to  God, 
to  peace  and  to  forgiveness — and  the  gate  of 
entrance  on  it  was  that  of  simple  faith.  He  first 
of  all,  to  those  who  trusted  Him,  gave  Himself— 
not  a  name  nor  a  creed,  nor  a  doctrine,  nor  a  plan, 
but  just  Himself — the  living  Word,  the  loving  Christ, 
and  cast  a  wonderful  spell  around  the  hearts  of  those 
who  knew  Him  and  lifted  those  who  had  wandered 
and  some  who  had  fears  and  others  who  had  sins  and 
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despondency,  out  of  it  all  into  a  new  life,  and  gave 
them  courage  to  walk  the  narrow  way.  This 
road  then,  was  the  way  of  those  who  accepted  the 
Living  Christ. 

(2)  It  was  the  Way  of  Pure  Desire.  When  Saul 
of  Tarsus  journeyed  from  Jerusalem,  his  heart  was 
full  of  hate,  and  he  breathed  out  slaughter,  we  are 
told,  against  the  Christians.  On  the  road  to 
Damascus  he  stumbled  on  the  True  Way,  and 
instead  of  cursing  and  hatred  and  murder,  there 
were  in  his  soul  now,  love  and  faith  and  good 
desires  to  do  the  will  of  Christ — a  marvellous  trans 
formation.  The  way  of  pure  desire  was  clear  to 
Saul  when  the  voice  of  Jesus  whispered,  "  I  am  Jesus, 
whom  thou  persecutest."  "  I  will  show  him  how 
great  things  he  must  suffer  for  my  sake."  On  that 
very  day  he  walked  across  the  road  into  the  land  of 
pure  longings  and  strivings  and  heart  burnings. 
Paul  had  many  a  climb  and  many  a  fight  and  many 
an  evil  thought,  but  through  it  all  he  kept  the  Way, 
and  his  heart  was  right  and  at  last  he  could  say,  "  I 
have  kept  the  faith."  The  footprints  of  One  who 
trod  the  path  is  clear  before  us,  and  He  is  able  to 
keep  us  straight. 

In  the  early  days  of  Christianity  men  and  women 
dared  anything,  even  life  itself,  to  satisfy  the  longings 
of  the  soul  and  to  spread  abroad  this  new  life  that 
gave  them  sweet  contentment.  If  a  crisis  arose 
to-day,  would  we  dare  to  stand  for  our  Faith  ? 
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Some  time  after  the  War  the  Churches  had  a 
mission  they  called  Rededication.  I  am  glad  they 
called  it  that  for  our  great  forefathers  long  ago 
dedicated  our  land  and  our  churches  and  our  lives 
to  the  God  who  gave  them.  But  we  need  reminding 
for  those  of  this  generation  cannot  understand  what 
persecution  for  the  Faith  meant  in  the  days  of  long 
ago.  We  have  known,  however,  cruel  days — days 
and  years  of  war  and  blood  and  agony  for  patriotism 
and  principle.  And  yet  many  ask,  "  What  has  it 
made  us  ?  Is  its  only  visible  evidence  sweltering 
discontent  and  class  hatred  ?  Is  it  for  such  results 
princes'  sons  and  peasants'  sons  lived  and  died 
together  ?  "  If  that  is  all  the  good  it  has  done, 
then  surely  our  country  has  lost  the  only  way  of 
safety  and  that  is  a  new  dedication,  or  a  reconsecration 
of  our  country  our  homes  and  our  lives,  to  God. 
The  Church  must  be  first  in  the  way  of  progress 
and  advance.  If  we  were  more  like  Paul  was  in  the 
young  days  of  the  Christian  faith,  full  of  new  content 
new  cravings  and  new  resolve,  we  would  lose  that 
wretched  otioseness  that  cringes  before  the  empty 
threats  and  vapourings  of  anarchy  and  atheism.  In 
these  days  more  than  ever  the  churches  need  zeal 
and  sacred  aggressiveness.  It  is  not  a  new  faith  we 
need,  or  a  new  Church,  or  a  new  creed,  but  a  new 
spiritual  life.  That  is  what  our  country  and  our 
own  individual  lives  require.  We  ought  to  see  our 
way  to  accept  such  a  life  for  time  is  short  and  the 
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night  draweth  nigh.  That  leads  us  on  the  way  of 
pure  desire  and  if  we  enter  it,  those  of  us  who  love 
best  our  country  and  our  church,  shall  do  our  part 
to  thwart  the  evil  purposes  of  some  who  would  fill 
our  land  with  shame,  sensuality,  and  seething 
discontent. 

Straight  is  this  gate,  but  it  leads  through 
the  fields  of  content  to  pure  desires  and  perfect 
faith. 

(3)  It  is  the  Way  of  a  Certain  Future.  The 
people  of  the  Way  were  not  eternally  on  tenterhooks, 
and  living  in  breathless  expectation,  like  Micawber, 
for  something  to  turn  up.  The  way  was  full  of  a 
sublime  optimism  and  overflowed  with  a  new  joy. 
As  Christian  in  the  "  Pilgrim's  Progress "  trod  the  road 
at  first,  he  came  on  with  a  heavy  burden,  but  as  he  came 
to  the  Cross  it  fell  off  and  he  saw  it  no  more.  Then 
he  sang  with  a  merry  heart,  "  He  hath  given  me  rest 
by  His  sorrow  and  life  by  His  death."  There  surged 
up  in  the  hearts  of  those  who  trod  the  way  a  new  hope 
because  it  led  straight  to  life  immortal.  The  way 
might  be  narrow,  the  path  could  be  winding  and  the 
road  sometimes  rough  and  thorny,  but  there  was  no 
doubt  of  the  journey's  End.  The  message  that  rang 
clear  and  true  along  its  pathway  was  "  Never  despair, 
never  surrender,  never  fear  failure  or  death,  because 
He  is  on  before."  That  is  exquisite  emancipation. 

At  Ivry  the  Huguenot  Captain  cried  in  the  fight, 
"  Be  your  oriflamme  to-day  the  Helmet  of  Navarre." 
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The  Cross  is  our  oriflamme — the  beacon  flag  of  a 
perfect  hope.  It  is  prophecy  of  certain  success,  even 
through  the  way  of  darkness. 

On  the  last  memorable  night  of  the  betrayal  a 
hymn  was  sung.  One  only  knew  its  meaning — 
it  was  the  death  song  of  Jesus,  with  a  doxology  at 
the  end.  The  song  was 

Bind  the  sacrifice  with  cords 
Even  unto  the  horns  of  the  altar. 
Thou  art  my  God,  I  will  praise  Thee  ; 
Thou  art  my  God,  I  will  exalt  Thee. 

The  early  disciples  were  sure  of  their  ultimate 
triumph  and  sang  in  the  Latin  hymn 

Forward  the  Royal  Banners  fly, 

The  Sacred  Cross  shines  out  on  high. 

The  men  of  the  Way  are  quite  certain  that  it 
leads  to  the  Crowning  of  Jesus  and  the  spiritual 
kingdom  of  Christ,  which  can  never  be  destroyed. 
Those  who  travel  by  this  way  are  confident  that  He 
who  made  the  road  will  lead  them  to  the  end  of  it 
by  a  Hand  that  never  fails. 

If  we  can  accept  the  testimony  of  Paul,  there  can 
be  no  comparison  between  the  life  he  led  before  and 
after  he  met  the  Saviour.  No  power  on  earth  could 
have  forced  him  back  to  the  old  life  of  hate  and  malice 
and  discontent.  The  one  was  storm,  the  other  was 
calm  ;  the  old  was  hate,  the  new  was  love  ;  the  one 
was  ephemeral,  the  other  was  permanent.  It  was 
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certain  because  it  was  fixed  on  God,  the  anchor  of 
the  soul,  always  sure  and  steadfast. 

It  would  not  be  true  to  history  to  assert  that  the 
early  disciples  were  not  driven  by  persecution  and 
shadowed  by  sorrow  and  loss.  That  was  often  the 
road  they  had  to  travel,  but  with  it  all  and  through 
it  all  they  were  quite  certain  of  their  future.  Their 
end  was  certain — it  was  leading  unto  Life. 

These  latter  days  are  somewhat  testing  too,  and 
we  need  fortitude  to  take  the  name  of  the  Christian. 
But  He  who  gave  His  Name  summons  us  to  sacrifice, 
calls  us  to  comradeship,  and  beckons  us  to  service. 
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NEW    YEAR 

Strive  to  enter  in  at  the  strait  gate. 

ST.  LUKE'S  GOSPEL. 

Look  calmly  before  you     .     .     .     and  act  now  with  a  view 
to  then. 

WILBERFORCE. 


XIX 
Sane  Advice 

THERE  is  a  desire  or  a  tendency  in  every  life,  sooner 
or  later,  once  or  oftener,  to  break  loose  from  con 
ventions,  or  from  old  moorings,  or  from  restricted 
surroundings.  Motives  that  prompt  this  are  not 
by  any  means  all  evil.  I  would  not  even  say  that 
it  was  a  wrong  desire  that  prompted  the  younger 
son  in  the  parable  to  go  out  into  the  great  unknown. 
The  wider,  larger  vision  of  life,  if  it  be  pure  and 
bounded  by  righteousness,  is  certain  to  lead  to 
enhanced  rewards.  A  man  may  be  out  in  the 
broadway  of  life's  unrestricted  dreams,  and  yet  there 
may  be  a  striving  of  soul  for  one  that  is  highest  and 
best.  It  was  when  the  prodigal  boy  lost  the  vision 
of  home  and  the  spirit  of  striving  to  keep  the  motives 
pure,  that  he  lost  grip  and  got  down  to  the  harpies 
the  prostitutes  and  the  swine.  Samuel  Rutherford 
says  somewhere  :  "  You  must  take  the  wind  in  your 
face  if  you  would  win  Christ."  In  other  words, 
you  must  "strive  to  enter  in  at  the  strait  gate." 

We  enter  this  day  a  new  year — a  year  of  hope,  in 
which,  I  think,  most  hearts  are  promising  themselves 
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better  things  than  in  the  past.  We  promise  great 
things  and  make  fine  resolutions  which  have  so  often 
in  the  past  been  unavailing  and  must  be  again 
unless  we,  in  facing  the  widening  expanse  of  three 
hundred  and  sixty-five  days,  strive  to  reach  reality 
at  the  beginning.  There  is  one  thing  only  can  keep 
us  pure  and  fine  in  the  coming  days,  and  if  we  have 
this  one  motive  this  life-energising  desire,  the  great 
things,  the  broadening  visions  and  unfulfilled 
aspirations  will  be  realised,  in  the  best  way  for  us. 
This  one  motive  is  to  get  right  with  God  at  the  start, 
strive  to  get  the  soul  into  the  narrow  way — into 
touch  with  the  Infinite,  into  tune  and  harmony 
with  God.  If  we  have  not  that  desire  realised  at 
the  first,  we  may  make  a  thousand  resolutions,  but 
our  year  in  the  true  sense  will  be  a  failure. 

The  shores  of  time  are  strewn  with  wrecked  and 
derelict  resolutions.  There  is  a  well-known  picture 
of  Napoleon  which  represents  him  standing  with 
Bertrand  on  the  high  shore  of  St.  Helena,  gazing 
with  sorrowful  eyes  towards  France.  He  resolved 
to  conquer  the  world,  but  such  an  ambition  was 
bound  to  fail  because  the  world  is  for  all  and  not  for 
the  gratification  of  any  one  man's  ambitions  and 
desires.  "  Alone,"  said  he,  "  chained  upon  this 
rock,  I  have  none  to  fight  for  me.  Who  are  my 
courtiers  in  misfortune  ?  My  life  once  shone  with 
all  the  brilliance  of  a  diadem,  but  disaster  came  and 
the  fine  gold  is  dimmed  ;  such  is  my  melancholy 
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fate."  We  are  standing,  unlike  Napoleon,  free,  on 
the  high  shore  of  the  New  Year,  and  it  seems  a  long 
voyage  to  the  end.  It  will  entirely  depend  on  the 
motives  and  righteousness  of  our  chart  whether  we, 
too,  may  stand  weeping  over  our  misfortunes  at  the 
end  of  the  days. 

Godless  purposes  cannot  succeed  in  the  long  run, 
however  auspicious  the  voyage  may  seem.  Germany 
— a  great  and  powerful  nation — aimed  at  world 
domination,  and  the  wheel  of  fortune  was  most  smiling 
for  more  than  forty  years,  but  she  made  one  momen 
tous  mistake  :  it  was  neither  at  the  Marne,  nor  at 
Amiens  she  made  it  ;  it  was  made  when  she  lost 
touch  with  God  before  the  seventies,  and  her  purposes 
were  "  might  "  rather  than  "  right,"  and  the  arm 
of  flesh  instead  of  the  faith  of  God.  That  was  the 
gate  she  failed  to  enter,  and  the  Royal  house  is  in 
exile,  the  heart  of  Germany  is  in  despair,  and  all 
life's  dreams  have  been  falsified  and  her  purposes 
and  plans  have  been  broken  and  ruined.  Strive  to 
enter  in  at  the  strait  gate. 

There  is  a  tendency  just  now,  because  of  the 
barbarity  and  disappointment  of  the  last  few  years, 
to  belittle  all  kinds  of  warfare  and  condemn  the 
military  and  despise  all  motives  of  striving,  but  we 
must  never  do  that,  for  we  have  to  look  at  these 
matters  in  their  true  perspective.  We  can  never 
forget  the  brave  who  have  fallen,  and  all  who  fought  to 
save  our  country,  who  gave  of  life  blood  itself  when 
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Empire  and  God  were  calling.     Their  motives  were 
right  :    that  made  all  the  difference. 

St.  Paul,  writing  to  his  young  friend  and  minister 
of  Christ,  says  to  Timothy  :  "  Fight  the  good  fight 
of  faith."  We  are  all  proud  of  Waterloo  and 
Balaclava,  and  thrilled  by  the  deeds  our  brave  boys 
accomplished  in  France,  Belgium,  Egypt  and  every 
other  battle-field.  The  records  of  the  Gordons, 
the  Black  Watch,  and  the  Seaforths  will  thrill  the 
hearts  of  men  and  women  till  life  is  over.  Why 
are  we  thrilled  by  these  records  ?  Is  it  because 
they  appeal  to  our  patriotism,  or  our  ambition,  or 
our  spirit  of  heroism  ?  There  may  be  some  trace 
of  these,  but  that  is  not  the  chief  element.  There 
is  something  internal  to  each  of  us.  The  battles  of 
the  world  are  but  a  reflex  of  the  strife  and  warfare 
that  is  waged  in  the  heart  of  every  true  man  and 
woman.  This  is  the  fight  of  which  Paul  speaks — 
it  is  internal  and  spiritual.  Man's  soul  is  a  battle 
field  and  each  will  have  to  fight  and  strive  with  the 
foe  during  this  New  Year.  It  will  be  assaulted, 
besieged,  and  wounded,  but  it  is  not  necessary  that 
it  be  defeated.  Men  imprisoned  Paul,  they  banished 
John  to  Patmos,  but  they  could  not  stain  and  sully 
their  souls.  That  is  the  best  motto  for  the  New 
Year — to  keep  the  soul  unsullied,  unspotted  from  the 
world.  What  we  mean  by  the  world  is  that  part  of 
life  which  opposes  our  purest  aspirations,  our 
heavenward  hopes,  our  spiritual  yearnings.  I  think 
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that  was  the  world  of  which  Carlyle  said  :  "  Under 
stand  it,  despise  it,  loathe  it,  but  cheerfully  hold  on 
thy  way  through  it  with  thine  eyes  on  the  highest 
lodestar."  It  was  of  this  same  world  that  Jesus 
said  :  "  The  world  hath  hated  them  because  they 
are  not  of  the  world,  even  as  I  am  not  of  the  world. 
I  pray  not  that  thou  shouldest  take  them  out  of 
the  world,  but  that  thou  shouldest  keep  them  from 
the  evil."  This  world  has  a  heart  of  evil,  it  will 
tempt  and  try  to  fascinate,  and  engulf  and  sap  your 
manhood  and  womanhood  during  the  coming  days. 
Strive  against  it.  Remember  your  motto ;  stick 
to  your  purpose  ;  keep  in  harmony  with  God ; 
and  on  the  three  hundred  and  sixty-fifth  day  you  will 
hear  the  hosannas  of  your  own  soul  and  the  music 
of  the  sons  of  God. 

In  epochs  of  time  such  as  Easter,  Christmas,  and 
the  New  Year,  new  desires  are  stirred,  new  motives 
created,  and  that  is  well.  If  this  epoch  of  the  New 
Year,  creates  true  patriotism  or  love  of  country,  or 
a  desire  to  do  one's  best  for  one's  church  or  home,  or 
father  or  mother,  or  wife  or  child,  faith  is  in  one's 
strivings,  for  these  are  motives  of  the  best.  The 
highest  motive  of  all  is  to  do  the  will  of  God  and  live 
in  the  spirit  of  Christ. 

The  surgeon  in  a  French  hospital  had  just  cut 
off  the  shattered  arm  of  a  young  French  soldier. 
"  I'm  sorry,  my  boy  "  he  said,  "  you  had  to  lose 
your  arm."  The  boy's  eyes  flashed.  "  No,  no, 
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doctor.  I  didn't  lose  it !  I  gave  it — to  France, 
my  France." 

We  may  get  wounded,  and  we  may  have  to  suffer, 
and  may  fail  in  our  strivings  for  God  and  the  Kingdom 
of  Christ,  but  what  does  it  matter  should  we  suffer 
or  die,  if  we  can  say  ;  "  I  did  not  die  in  vain.  I 
did  not  strive  in  vain.  I  did  it  for  God — my 
God." 

We  all  remember  Haig's  famous  address  to  his 
army  that  it  was  to  fight,  as  he  said,  "  even  with  its 
back  to  the  wall."  That  meant  that  there  were 
only  two  things  they  could  do — either  go  forward 
or  die.  One  of  the  finest  soldiers  in  the  Christian 
army  had  his  back  to  the  wall  many  a  time,  but  Paul 
never  threw  his  hands  up  and  never  said  "  die." 
He  felt  the  awfulness  of  temptation  ;  he  knew  the 
fatal  power  of  evil,  but  he  never  gave  in.  He 
prayed,  and  resolved,  and  overcame  by  remembering 
that  God  always  points  the  way  to  escape  or  victory. 
The  fatal  days  are  not  at  the  start  of  the  year, 
but  rather  in  the  long,  dark,  grey  days  at  the  close, 
when  mists  have  gathered,  and  energy  has  weakened. 

Mazzini  tells  what  happened  in  Italy  among 
his  brave  comrades  after  the  first  revolt  failed. 
Some  lost  their  ideals  and  grew  tired  and  lapsed  into 
self-indulgence.  That  will  be  the  danger  to 
Christian  men  and  women  going  through  the  days 
of  this  New  Year.  Besetments  strengthen,  reactions 
come,  and  these  unnerve  and  enervate  the  soul. 
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Let  us  never  forget  to  strive,  for  God  is  there,  and  the 
strait  gate  shall  be  entered. 

The  New  Year  is  a  fresh  call  for  courage,  a 
true  reason  for  fearlessness,  and  a  good  motive  for 
service.  Should  any  of  us  have  failed  to  strive  for 
the  true  and  the  pure  and  the  right  and  to  fight  for 
the  kingdom  of  Heaven,  let  us  begin  afresh  this 
New  Year's  Day,  and  we  shall  not  be  defeated, 
because  our  Captain  is  unerring  and  our  reward  is 
ultimate  Victory. 
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The  Same  Identity  in  Every  Form 


He  appeared  in  another  form. 

ST.  MARK'S  GOSPEL. 


It  takes  a  soul  to  move  a  body. 

MRS.  BROWNING. 


XX 
The  Same  Identity  in  Every  Form 

ONE  of  the  most  famous  criminal  trials  has  just 
ended  in  France  with  a  verdict  of  "  Guilty  "  against 
Landru.  The  magnitude  and  horror  of  the  crimes, 
and  the  enormities  of  a  mentality  that  could  conceive 
such  deeds  are  almost  unthinkable,  but  what 
amazes  one  is  the  attitude  of  the  Press  in  descriptions 
of  it.  The  Press  would  like  us  to  believe  that  it  has 
a  moral  influence,  yet  it  is  difficult  to  understand 
the  attitude  of  writers  who  could  describe  Landru 
as  "  an  aristocrat  in  crime."  Aristocrat  means  one 
possessed  of  a  noble,  superior  character,  or  gentle 
manly  instinct.  Where  is  there  to  be  found  one 
trace  of  such  qualities  in  one  of  the  most  outrageous 
criminals  known  for  centuries  ?  Outrage  and  wrong 
against  human  kind,  especially  against  innocent  and 
unsuspecting  women  or  girls  are  crimes  against 
God  and  justice  and  must  be  punished  in  this  world 
or  the  next.  The  Press  and  a  sentimental  gaping 
public  may  make  romantic  comments  on  these 
subjects ;  but  the  Church  of  God  believes  that 
"  the  work  of  life  is  tried  by  a  juster  Judge  than 
here." 
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Crimes  against  humanity  and  justice  may  hide 
in  darkness,  in  falsehood,  behind  perverted  moral 
or  mental  clouds ;  they  cannot  be  hidden  for  ever, 
because  they  cannot  escape  God.  He  will  appear 
somewhere  in  another  form. 

An  old  proverb  says  :  "  If  a  man  would  learn  to 
pray,  let  him  go  to  sea."  I  suppose  it  means  that 
in  the  great  limitless  expanse  of  lonely  waters,  with 
no  human  voices  near,  the  presence  of  the  Creator 
will  be  felt  and  the  soul  of  the  man  will  be  drawn 
unconsciously  in  its  loneliness  to  the  soul's  Creator. 
In  the  lonely  search  for  the  South  Pole  this  feeling 
was  predominant  in  the  minds  of  Sir  Ernest 
Shackleton's  men,  and  Wolsley  said  to  him  after 
wards  :  "  Boss,  I  had  a  curious  feeling  on  the  march 
that  there  was  another  person  with  us."  And  that 
person  was  no  other  than  the  Creator  God. 

During  the  last  few  years  nations  and  peoples 
tried  and  very  nearly  succeeded,  in  shutting  God 
out,  or  in  making  substitutes — such  as  ambition  or 
militarism  or  sensuality — stand  for  Him,  and  what 
is  the  result  ?  Several  nations  are  ruined  for  years, 
or  for  ever,  people  are  in  despair,  millions  are 
starving  with  hunger ;  and  the  outlook  of  many  homes 
is  darker  than  death.  They  had  no  use  for  the 
Church  or  prayer  or  right  living  or  holiness  of  life. 
During  these  years  the  Church  was  a  voice  crying 
in  the  wilderness,  and  the  name  of  Christ  was  an 
offence  and  a  subject  for  cynical  scorn.  What  is 
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the  position  of  affairs  after  these  years  of  war  and 
waste,  extravagance,  godlessness  and  worse  ? 
Politicians,  war  lords,  financiers,  and  others,  are 
confessing  that  the  only  remedies  for  a  world  in 
ruins,  and  a  people  staring  hunger  in  the  face,  are 
moral  and  spiritual.  The  nations  had  left  God  out 
of  their  reckoning,  and  they  are  now  groping  for 
Him  like  the  two  disciples  of  Christ,  and  they  are 
just  confessing/  that  He  is  appearing  to  their  eyes 
again  in  ano^ier  form.  Was  He  really  changed  ? 
No,  no  !  All  who  loved  Him  knew  Him  to  be  still 
the  same,  and  the  men  who  neglected  or  despised 
Him,  confess  now  that  He  is  here  again,  although 
their  holden  eyes  can  only  see  Him  in  another  form. 
Soul  growth  is  the  most  important  form  of 
development  in  the  world.  It  has  been  stunted  and 
starved  because  the  soil  has  been  putrid  and  the 
atmosphere  offensive  and  the  temperature  of  the 
people  feverish  and  reckless.  Mrs.  Browning  says 
somewhere  : 

It  takes  a  soul 

To  move  a  body ;    it  takes  a  high-souled  man 
To  move  the  masses  even  to  a  cleaner  stye. 

The  moral  atmosphere  and  environment  of  men 
cannot  be  cleansed  without  the  soul,  and  the  highest 
claim  the  Church  of  Christ  can  make  is  that  all  down 
the  ages  it  has  grown  souls,  and  these  souls,  cleansed 
and  redeemed,  are  moving  and  developing  men 
towards  a  cleaner  and  holier  world. 
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There  is  too  much  meaningless  talk  these  days 
about  liberty.  It  is  a  beautiful  word,  and  a  refining 
ideal.  But  what  do  the  people  who  shout  loudest 
about  it  read  into  it  ?  Their  liberty  means 
marching  through  the  morality,  and  the  manners 
and  the  methods  of  others.  It  is  not  the  liberty 
of  Landru  we  want,  or  Sinn  Feinism,  or  Bolshevism, 
which  rushes  headlong  to  the  ruin  and  wreckage  and 
assassination  of  others,  if  these  others  stand  in  the 
way  of  their  desires.  God  help  many  in  Ireland, 
the  women  of  Scotland,  and  girls  all  over  the  Empire 
if  there  were  not  behind  them  all,  the  restraining 
power  of  the  British  Army,  and  the  high  morally 
clean  atmosphere  of  many  Christian  people. 

Freedom  is  beautiful,  but  it  is  not  a  true  ideal 
unless  it  has  restraint — a  restraint  that  compels  it 
to  respect  and  consult  the  feelings  and  freedom  of 
others. 

The  Church  of  Christ  stands  for  freedom  of 
conscience,  but  it  teaches  that  there  is  a  restraint  in 
freedom,  and  this  restraint  develops  the  soul. 
That  strange  factor  in  the  life  of  mankind  called 
human  nature,  is  at  times  not  really  rational — it  is 
freakish,  indelicate,  violent,  and  debauched — and 
when  it  takes  on  these  attitudes  it  must  be  restrained 
internally  or  externally  :  internally  by  the  soul's 
power — that  purified  power  that  recognises  God  as 
supreme  Judge  and  man's  nature  as  being  responsible 
to  Him — or  externally  y  by  the  State's  power,  or  the 
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king's  law  through  Parliament.  The  Nation,  Educa 
tional  Authorities,  and  Councils  on  diseases  are  at 
their  wits'  end  to  find  means  to  restrain  the  virulent 
passions  of  men,  and  are  taking  pledges  for  clean 
speech,  and  instilling  fear  of  disease  to  induce 
morality.  These  are  quite  good  in  their  way,  but 
they  are  only  half-measures;  and  palliate,  but  do 
not  cure.  They  are  blindly  or  innocently  putting 
God  in  another  form  as  a  means  of  restraint  for  vices 
or  incontinent  passions. 

But  the  best  men  in  every  department  of  life 
know  and  express  the  truth  that  there  is  only  one 
way  of  overcoming  and  cleansing  the  orgies  and 
intemperance  of  human  nature,  and  that  is  the 
cleansing  and  renewing  of  the  soul  by  the  Spirit  of 
Almighty  God.  You  may  try  to  express  God  in 
whatever  other  forms  you  like,  and  delude  yourselves 
into  believing  that  it  is  all  the  same.  It  is  not. 
Nothing  can  change  a  life  of  evil  but  God,  and  the 
consciousness  that  the  soul  is  responsible  to  Him. 
Only  that  can  free  men  from  the  horrible  chains 
and  slavery  of  degeneracy  and  sin.  That  spirit  is 
coming  again  in  its  strength,  and  we  have  never  had 
more  need  of  that  Holy  Power.  The  spirit  of 
trickery  has  been  tried  by  politicians  and  profiteers  ; 
and  social  demagogues  have  tried  inflation  of  wages, 
and  swollen  prices.  It  is  all  no  good  at  all.  They 
have  forsaken  God,  and  they  will  never  get  things 
right  till  they  come  back  to  Him.  The  world  will 
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never  be  got  right  by  murdering  the  soul.  The 
only  kind  of  revolution  that  would  be  of  any  use 
at  the  present  time  is  a  revolution  that  would  sweep 
away  and  murder — not  Tzars,  nor  Aristos,  nor 
Kaisers,  nor  Kings,  nor  Bourgoisie — but  debauchery, 
indecency  of  act  and  speech,  the  godless  regime  of 
sinful  and  selfish  vices.  We  must  have  a  reiteration 
of  God's  affirmation  to  Moses,"  Say  unto  the  children 
of  Israel,  I  am."  That  is  the  voice  that  counts, 
that  is  the  creed  that  matters.  This  is  the  affirma 
tion,  that  God  lives  and  loves  and  reigns ;  and  no 
nation  can  prosper  and  no  family  can  flourish  and 
no  heart  can  be  truly  happy  until  it  comes  to 
believe  in  that  magnificent  assurance  of  God,  "  I 
am."  "  Tell  the  people  that  I  am."  You  can  only 
triumph  over  evil  when  you  realise  that  the  "  I  am," 
the  Creator,  the  Almighty,  the  Lover  of  men,  is 
in  your  life. 

The  two  disciples  imagined  that  Christianity 
was  at  an  end  for  ever  as  they  walked  mournfully 
towards  Emmaus.  Jesus  was  dead.  Hope  was 
dead.  Religion  was  dead.  Were  they  ?  Not  at  all. 
Life  and  hope  and  faith  were  beside  them,  although 
in  a  Form  unexpected,  but  they  knew  Him  when  He 
spoke  and  said,  "  Peace  be  unto  you." 

Some  people  are  so  foolish  as  to  say  that  God  is 
dead,  the  Church  is  dead,  Faith  is  dead.  My  dear 
friends,  do  not  believe  it.  Rolling  down  the  ages 
come  the  magnificent  words  "  I  am."  "  Tell  it," 
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said  God  to  Moses,  "  tell  it  to  the  people  of  Israel, 
to  these  depraved  and  broken  ruins  of  manhood. 
Tell  it  to  souls  in  the  bonds  of  despair.  Ring  out 
the  message  to  the  pessimists  of  the  Churches,  to  the 
faithless  in  the  State,  to  the  young  facing  life  and 
doubting  the  road  to  take.  Tell  it  to  the  nations 
that  have  lost  the  spiritual  consciousness.  Tell  it, 
say  it,  sing  it  everywhere,  '  I  am  that  I  am.5  ' 

This  is  the  saving  fact  amidst  sorrow  and  darkness 
and  death,  that  God  lives  and  reigns,  and  walks  the 
broken  road  of  human  life  in  some  form  beside  the 
man  who  trusts  Him — in  the  beginning,  on  the 
march,  and  at  the  close  of  the  day,  at  all  times,  and 
in  every  form,  it  is  the  solace  of  the  way,  the 
affirmation  of  love  and  life.  "  /  am  that  I  am." 
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ARMISTICE   DAY 

We  have  an  altar. 

THE  EPISTLE  TO  THE  HEBREWS. 

Praising  what  is  lost 
Makes  the  remembrance  dear. 

SHAKESPEARE  in  ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 


XXI 
Remembrance  and   Aspiration 

LAST  Sunday  at  the  Sacrament  we  remembered  our 
Lord  who  gave  His  most  precious  gift — the  gift 
of  life  itself — on  the  altar  of  Sacrifice.  To-day  we 
both  remember  and  give  thanks — thanks  for  deliver 
ance  from  sin  and  death.  Jesus  was  the  great  high 
priest  who  placed  Himself  on  the  altar  of  sacrifice— 
which  was  both  promise  and  sign  of  cleansing — and 
His  bursting  the  bars  of  the  tomb  was  token  of 
deliverance  from  death,  and  promise  of  life  eternal. 

The  Cross  is  an  altar  of  retrospects  and  prospects 
—of  remembrances  and  resolutions.  When  we  see 
the  blood,  our  resolve  rising  out  of  the  heart  of 
remembrance  is,  "  Lord,  let  me  not  forget." 

I  am  glad  that  Armistice  Sunday  falls  on  our 
Communion  Thanksgiving  Day,  for  similar  thoughts 
are  very  largely  created  by  both.  The  first  Armistice 
Day  was  undoubtedly  a  day  of  thanksgiving  and 
rejoicing,  for  the  nations  weary  of  war  and  bloodshed 
laid  down  their  arms  in  hope  and  promise  of  peace. 
That  makes  it  a  season  of  rejoicing,  but  it  is  impossible 
to  rejoice  and  think  of  the  glory,  without  thinking 
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of  the  pain  and  sacrifice  and  cost  of  victory.  We 
could  never  have  rejoiced  had  not  Britain's  youth 
and  manhood  faced  the  foe,  kept  their  honour,  and 
met  their  end  on  the  battlefields  on  land  and  sea  and 
in  the  air.  We  can  rejoice  now  in  a  liberty  from 
oppression  indescribable,  which  defeat  would  have 
inevitably  imposed  on  us  all.  We  can  never  forget 
the  heroes  our  Empire  has  bred,  the  battles  they  have 
fought,  the  possessions  of  freedom  they  have  left, 
and  the  death  they  have  died  for  honour  and  right. 

An  ex-Army  chaplain  is  reported  to  have  used 
these  remarkable  words  in  London  recently  :  "We 
had  lied  as  a  nation,  and  besmirched  our  honour. 
We  had  broken  our  promises  and  gone  back  on  our 
word.  What  I  should  have  known  was  that  there 
was  no  freedom  to  be  won  by  the  sword,  no  honour 
to  be  vindicated  by  it,  and  no  peace  to  be  got  out 
of  it.  They  were  all  mad  ;  I  was  mad  ;  we  were 
all  mad  out  there." 

It  is  all  very  well  for  men  of  a  certain  type  to 
say  such  things  now,  several  years  after  August,  1914. 
Wisdom  comes  proverbially  easy  after  the  event. 
But  what  could  we  have  done  as  a  nation  in  1914  ? 
We  did  not  want  war.  We  strove  against  it,  worked 
against  it  till  the  end.  Could  we  as  a  self-respect- 
ting  honourable  nation  sit  on  the  fence,  while  the 
most  cruel  tyranny  and  the  most  brutal  form  of 
militarism  were  ravaging  and  murdering  by  the  might 
of  the  mailed  fist  and  boasting  that  "  Might  was 
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Right  "  ?  What  could  we  have  done  other  than 
we  did  in  August,  1914  ?  Honourable,  self- 
respecting,  brave  and  patriotic  men  can  give  but 
one  answer — "  Rally  to  the  standard."  And  I 
will  say  more.  Notwithstanding  all  we  have  suffered 
on  the  battlefields,  all  the  anguish  of  hearts  at  home, 
all  the  disappointments  and  discontent  and  heart 
burning  of  politicians,  over  peace  terms  unemploy 
ment  and  strikes  ;  if  we  were  placed  with  the  same 
alternatives  of  honour  and  disgrace,  staring  us  in 
the  face  to-morrow,  we,  and  the  men  who  have 
suffered,  aye,  and  even  the  men  who  have  died, 
could  they  speak,  would  say  we  chose  for  honour 
and  empire.  The  ex-soldiers  and  civilians  of  Dundee 
let  it  be  known  what  they  thought  last  week,  when  in 
the  minutes  of  silence  and  prayer  and  remembrance 
for  our  noble  dead,  those  who  carried  the  red  flag 
refused  to  be  silent,  and  shouted  their  communistic 
doctrine  in  the  midst  of  sacred  grief,  and  for  the 
doing  of  it  got  their  emblems  of  dispeace  trampled 
in  the  dust. 

We  have  an  altar  of  remembrance,  and  we  are 
not  going  to  let  the  memory  of  our  brave  and 
glorious  dead  be  sullied  by  men  who  should  go  to 
Russia  and  wave  their  flags  and  sing  their  songs  in 
that  blessed  paradise.  Our  brave  lads  fought  for 
Honour  and  Empire,  and  would  if  Country  called, 
do  the  same  again.  I  sometimes  listen  at  the  street 
corners  to  hear  what  street  orators  have  to  say,  and 
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I  have  heard  them  say,  "What  is  the  British  Empire 
to  me  ?  We  would  be  better  under  Germany  or 
Russia."  One  wonders  why  if  they  think  so,  they 
do  not  leave  these  shores.  It  is  men  who  say  such 
things  that  make  one  feel  like  Timon  of  Athens,  who 
wished  to  live  with  the  wild  beasts  until  human  kind 
had  improved.  If  our  brave  and  gallant  sons  of 
the  Empire  all  over  the  lands  where  the  British 
race  are  dwelling  had  asked  themselves  in  irony  the 
question,  "  What  is  the  British  Empire  to  me  ? " 
in  the  early  years  of  war,  when  she  was  bleeding  and 
struggling  and  fighting  for  life,  and  had  turned  aside 
to  ease  and  pleasure,  instead  of  ranging  themselves 
beside  the  British  flag,  there  would  be  no  glorious 
Empire  to  defend  and  rule  and  protect  them  these 
days.  There  are  no  people  as  free  in  all  the  world 
as  those  who  dwell  under  the  British  flag,  and  that 
freedom  we  owe  to  the  men  who  fought  and  died 
for  us,  and  let  us  not  forget  it. 

There  are  such  things  as  principles  and 
consciences  that  men  would  die  to  vindicate  before 
they  would  disgrace,  and  if  some  of  us  were  faced 
with  the  alternative  of  the  Ulstermen  who  have 
worked  and  fought  and  died  for  King  and  Country 
in  the  past,  and  who  prize  their  British  citizenship, 
we  should  refuse  to  truckle  to  men  who  shot  down 
innocent  soldiers  at  home  on  leave  in  1916  in  the 
streets  of  Dublin,  and  we  should  refuse  with  life  if 
necessary,  to  be  ruled  by  men  who  have  trampled 
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on  the  British  flag  and  repudiated  our  beloved 
Sovereign.  We  should,  like  them,  utterly  refuse  to 
expunge  our  allegiance  to  the  Empire,  and  be 
robbed  of  a  citizenship  which  we  love. 

Some  years  ago,  on  Armistice  Day,  we  hoped 
that  we  were  on  the  border-land  of  a  new  world, 
a  world  where  we  might  have  peace  and  content. 
We  thought  we  had  suffered  to  rid  our  land  of 
wrongs  and  had  prayed  at  the  altar  to  cleanse  it  from 
selfishness  and  error,  but  the  new  heaven  and  earth 
have  not  come  yet.  It  is  no  use  apportioning  blame 
for  all  this  to  any  particular  creed  or  party.  In- 
criminations  do  not  get  us  out  of  the  maze.  In  the 
days  of  the  Hebrews  the  first  thing  they  did  in  a 
new  land,  or  in  a  crisis,  or  in  dread,  was  to  build  an 
altar,  and  draw  night  to  God. 

(1)  We  have  an  Altar  of  Remembrance.     What 
ever  else  we  forget,  let  us  remember  the  altar  of 
sacrifice.     Our  gallant  lads  gave  all  they  had.     Surely 
sv.ch  memories  should  make  us  stop  our  class  war 
and  petty  spite,  and  fit  ourselves  for  cleansing  at 
God's  altar.     Let  us  not  forget : 

Nay,  let  their  bloodstained  dust  be  scattered  far ; 
Each  freeman's  heart  becomes  their  living  grave ; 
Their  memory  shineth  ever  like  a  star 
Above  the  empire  which  they  died  to  save. 

(2)  We  have  an  Altar  of  Gratitude.     Even  the 
most  unlearned  must  know  that  the  boys  who  lie 
in  Flanders  fields,  Gallipoli's  gulfs,  Egypt's  deserts 
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and  Syria's  sands,  and  the  boys  who  fought  and 
returned,  saved  us.  They  held  the  Huns  mailed 
fist  in  the  air  and  kept  it  from  falling  on  the  Empire. 
The  blood  of  the  fallen,  and  the  deeds  and  valour  of 
the  living,  should  lead  us  to  the  Altar  of  Gratitude, 
and  praise  God  for  worthy  men. 

(3)  We  have  an  Altar  of  Resolve.  As  people  of 
a  Christian  Empire  we  are  far  from  perfect,  but  such 
days  as  the  Armistice,  and  the  memory  of  our  fallen, 
should  lead  us  back  again  to  these  altars.  Our  resolve 
should  be  that  their  death,  and  the  tragedy  of  the 
War,  and  even  the  sorrows  of  the  Peace,  shall  not 
be  in  vain.  Burdened  as  we  think  we  are  by  taxes 
and  high  prices  and  bad  times,  we  are  free  to  pay 
them  all  for  our  country's  salvation.  We  are  not 
slaves,  forced  bondservants  to  the  Germans.  That 
is  so  far  to  the  good  anyway.  That  fact  should  lead 
us  anew  to  God's  altar  and  make  us  resolve  to  cleanse 
our  beloved  Empire  from  all  error,  our  own  hearts 
from  all  sin,  and  the  thoughts  of  men  from  war 
any  more. 

By  such  resolves  only  shall  the  Christian  Com 
munity  bring  the  world  to  Christ  and  righteousness 
and  permanent  peace. 
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I  would  hasten  my  escape  from  the  windy  storm  and 
tempest. 

THE  BOOK  OF  PSALMS. 

He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

WILLIAM  COWPER. 


XXII 
The  Storms  of  Heart  and  Mind 

HISTORY  does  not  run  its  course  far  without  a 
storm.  Conditions  in  human  life  and  story  arise 
when  breezes  are  inevitable.  Deadly  antagonistic 
forces  gather  and  cold  blasts  blow,  and  then  the 
tempest  breaks.  The  annals  of  nations  and  empires 
are  full  of  them — too  full  to  narrate.  It  would 
require  volumes  to  tell  of  the  tempestuous  history 
of  Rome  or  Greece  or  Germany  or  Britain  ;  but  it 
is  all  written  in  blood  and  tears  on  the  lives  of  men. 
The  Church,  even,  has  had  recurrent  days  of  angry 
storms.  Wild  tumults  arose  over  the  Jewish  faith, 
and  culminated  when  the  Son  of  Man  arose  to  fight 
error,  shameful  superstition  and  poisonous  bigotry, 
and  was  sacrificed  for  it  all  by  the  shameful  death 
of  the  Cross. 

The  world  was  lulled  into  a  false  security  when  the 
tempest  of  war  burst  over  the  earth,  and  shattered 
its  dreams,  and  wrecked  its  security,  and  plunged 
it  into  an  abyss  of  despair  for  a  number  of  years. 
Some  of  the  best  minds  are  employed  to  allay  the 
fury  of  the  aftermath  of  war,  and  still  its  angry 
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tempers ;  but  many  of  the  ills  are  too  cancerous  and 
malignant  to  be  cured  by  anything  less  than 
eradication.  External  remedies  can  do  little  to 
change  the  erroneous  ideals  and  arrogant  purposes 
of  some  European  nations  to-day.  There  must  be 
a  changed  outlook,  if  they  are  to  be  of  any  ultimate 
good  to  themselves  or  their  fellow- men.  The 
storms  of  hate  and  crime  and  angry  passions  must  be 
stilled  in  every  nation,  and  in  individual  lives,  by 
One  who  has  seen  into  the  very  core  of  being,  and 
has  resisted  sin  to  the  death.  True,  men  may  help, 
and  good  women  encourage  us  to  fight  against  error 
and  sin  and  feverish  passion,  but  God  alone  can 
break  the  curse  of  evil  and  can  hasten  our  "  escape 
from  the  windy  storm  and  tempest." 

There  are  mental  and  moral  as  well  as  physical 
and  material  storms  in  human  life. 

Some  have  to  face  the  Tempest  of  Anxiety. 

Men's  hearts  "  become  heated  hot  with  burning 
fears."  They  are  afraid  of  the  results  of  yesterday, 
the  cares  of  to-day,  and  the  problems  of  to-morrow. 
As  to  the  tempest  of  anxiety,  it  is  a  virulent  fever 
that  has  a  weakening  effect.  The  more  you  feed 
and  nourish  it,  the  more  it  wastes  and  runs  on,  till 
it  destroys  the  whole  life.  Over-anxiety  is  always 
bad  economy  ;  and  just  like  the  tempest  on  the  sea, 
it  never  saves,  but  always  wrecks  and  destroys. 
Mental  or  moral  strength  is  never  at  its  best  when 
care  or  worry  is  permitted  to  gnaw  at  the  heart. 
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If  it  is  allowed  to  grow  into  a  tempest,  it  ceases  to  be 
anxiety,  and  passes  into  moroseness,  sulkiness,  and 
chronic  bad  temper.  We  are  never  masters  of  our 
mind  if  we  lose  self-control  in  the  common  affairs. 
Anxiety  saps  self-control,  and  leads  to  irritations 
that  may  so  easily  cause  misery  to  the  lives  of  others. 
It  is  reported  in  the  Gospels  that  there  arose  a  great 
tempest  when  the  apostles  were  out  at  sea.  They 
were  in  trouble,  in  doubt,  in  distress,  and  irritated 
even  at  Christ,  who  lay  asleep.  Then  they  wakened 
Him  and  He  arose  and  stilled  the  waves  and  there 
was  a  great  calm.  The  mind  can  escape  through 
His  mighty  power  from  the  tempest  of  anxiety. 

Many  have  to  face  the  Storm  of  Superstition. 

This  creates  dreadful  breezes,  and  while  this  is 
in  the  mind  no  life  can  be  at  peace.  Sometimes 
superstition  is  innocent,  or  merely  silly,  but  it  often 
causes  mental  dread  and  alarm.  Who  has  not  heard 
of  the  misery  caused  by  the  superstitions  of  malignant 
ghosts,  May  marriages,  thirteen  at  a  table,  peacock 
feathers  in  the  home,  the  cry  of  the  Banshee,  and 
many  others ! 

Charles  Kingsley  defined  superstition  as  "  an 
unreasonable  fear  of  the  unknown."  Dr.  John  G. 
Paton,  Dr.  David  Livingstone,  and  other  missionaries 
have  told  in  graphic  words  of  the  superstitious 
practices  in  heathen  lands.  These  poor  people  suffer 
dread  indescribable  and  inflict  on  their  bodies 
cruelties  and  penalties  in  order  to  appease  the  anger 
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of  some  hideous  idol,  or  ward  off  the  curse  of  an 
unknown  god.  Superstitions  usually  arise  out  of 
an  unworthy  idea  of  God  ;  and  such  ideas — false  to 
every  dictate  of  a  good  man's  soul — cause,  as  Kingsley 
said,  "  unreasonable  fear  of  the  unknown."  No 
one  knows  what  his  future  holds ;  it  is  hidden  in 
darkness  and  involved  in  uncertainty  :  but  if  we 
begin  to  imagine  that  it  can  be  arranged  by  gods 
that  are  cruel,  fates  that  are  capricious,  spirits  that 
are  envious,  and  demons  that  are  evil,  we  can  never 
expect  to  be  free  from  a  tempest  of  superstitious 
fears.  Wherever  such  beliefs  dwell  there  are  certain 
to  be  storms  in  heart  and  mind.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  we  have  faith  in  the  God  who  was  made 
manifest  through  His  Son,  superstitious  fears  must 
vanish  away.  These  hidden  dreads  that  alarm,  and 
infatuations  that  warp  the  soul,  must  all  disappear 
like  mists  before  the  breeze,  when  we  live  in  the  faith 
of  a  loving  God.  We  are  meant  to  live  without 
fear,  except  fear  of  wrong-doing  :  and  if  we  believe 
in  this  wise  and  loving  God  we  shall  certainly  escape 
from  these  windy  storms  of  superstition. 

In  God's  plan  for  each  of  us  we  must  face  "  life's 
fitful  fever."  We  shall  do  so  with  calm  assurance 
when  we  put  our  own  life  in  the  keeping  of  Him 
who  was  a  covert  from  the  tempest,  and  who  stilled 
the  angry  storm  at  Galilee.  That  shall  be  the  spell 
to  exorcise  life's  tempests,  and  a  haven  of  refuge 
in  the  storm  of  death. 
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But  he  began  to  curse  and  to  swear,  saying,  I  know  not 
this  man  of  whom  you  speak.  And  the  second  time  the  cock 
crew.  And  Peter  called  to  mind  the  word  that  Jesus  said 
to  him,  Before  the  cock  crow  thou  shalt  deny  me  thrice. 
And  when  he  thought  thereon  he  wept. 

ST.  MARK'S  GOSPEL. 

In  the  lexicon  of  youth,  which  fate  reserves 
For  a  bright  manhood,  there  is  no  such  word 
As— fail. 

EDWARD  BULWER  LYTTON'S  RICHELIEU. 


XXIII 
The  Transformation  of  Failure 

THE  failure  of  the  Apostle  Peter  to  keep  faith  with 
Jesus  is  one  of  the  greatest  recorded  in  the  Scriptures. 
Reading  of  it  now  in  calm  blood,  we  think  it  cowardly, 
deplorable,  and  lamentable  ;  and  yet  dreadful  as 
his  fall  was,  Peter  was  not  absolutely  down  and  out. 
The  fear  of  failure  is  a  nightmare  to  many  of  our 
bravest  men,  and  the  fact  of  failure  is  a  psychological 
experience  that  words  cannot  adequately  describe. 
Many  young  men  all  over  the  world  write  to  ministers 
of  religion,  editors  of  newspapers  and  journals,  telling 
of  hearts  bleeding,  of  lives  shadowed,  and  souls 
almost  hopeless,  because  of  moral  failure.  Down  the 
ages  since  the  days  of  Eden,  long  before  Sinai  and  the 
Commandments,  the  cry  has  arisen  from  human 
hearts  for  someone  mighty  to  save  and  strong  to 
deliver.  Ministers  are  sometimes  blamed  for  not 
sounding  the  note  of  warning  and  the  voice  of 
authority  in  religion,  but  I  do  not  think  that  is  just. 
Men  nowadays  are  impatient  of  restraint,  and  do 
not  like  to  hear  the  doctrine  proclaimed,  that  "  what 
soever  a  man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap,"  until 
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the  reality  of  failure  reaches  their  own  lives,  and  then 
they  feel  its  truth. 

To  fail  is  to  fall  short  of,  to  be  wanting  in  regard 
to,  a  certain  standard,  to  prove  deficient  under  trial 
or  examination.  It  is  really  the  original  word  used 
to  express  the  fact  of  sin.  To  fail,  is  to  have  the 
awful  sense  of  having  fallen  short  of  our  own  aims, 
our  friends'  expectations,  and  the  standard  God 
has  fixed. 

Failure  in  worldly  affairs,  even,  is  an  experience 
of  torment,  the  creation  of  a  kind  of  hell  in  the  heart, 
like  sin  in  the  soul  of  an  awakened  prodigal. 

We  are  told  that  Henry  Irving,  as  a  youth, 
played  Cleomenes  in  "  A  Winter's  Tale  "  at  Sunder- 
land.  He  did  his  part  fairly  well  while  others  were 
on  the  stage  with  him,  but  the  fourth  time  he  had 
to  face  the  audience  alone  and  the  ordeal  robbed 
him  of  presence  of  mind  and  memory.  Prompting 
was  no  use.  He  left  the  stage  a  crest-fallen  and 
dishonoured  youth,  and  they  told  him  to  go  back 
to  his  desk  and  his  ledger.  He  had  failed. 

Before  David  Livingstone  went  as  a  missionary, 
he  was  in  the  village  of  Ongar,  studying  with  a  tutor. 
The  minister  in  a  neighbouring  village  took  ill, 
and  Livingstone  was  asked  to  take  the  evening 
service.  The  young  man  pronounced  his  text, 
but  could  not  utter  a  word,  and  without  a  single 
remark  he  left  the  pulpit  and  vanished  a  dejected 
failure. 
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The  sense  of  failure  even  in  ordinary  life  is 
distressing,  but  it  is  more  particularly  of  moral 
failure  I  speak.  Below  the  surface  of  moral  failure 
there  is  anguish  intolerable  and  unbearable.  What 
causes  this  ?  Is  it  the  fear  of  death  or  hell  or  final 
judgment  ?  Not  at  all.  It  is  the  inexplicable  sense 
of  being  down,  degraded,  sunk ;  the  tugging,  rugging, 
painful  sensation  that  you  are  lower  than  you  ought 
to  be.  Then  there  comes  rushing  into  the  thought 
the  mystery  of  life,  and  the  desire  to  pierce  into  its 
depths.  The  reality  of  living  is  felt  acutely.  The 
spirit  of  youth  is  impatient  of  warning  and  guidance, 
but  life  is  far  too  stern  to  be  played  with,  for  we 
should  remember  that  Society  never  forgives  a 
failure.  Let  a  youth  but  falter  in  honesty  and  be 
sent  to  prison  and  Society  will  never  forgive.  Nature, 
too,  is  very  parsimonious  inforgivenness  to  the  man  or 
woman  who  may  break  her  laws.  The  libertine  and 
the  drunkard  know  this  truth  too  well,  and  ruined 
nerves  and  weakened  brains  are  evidence  of  the  angry 
judgment  of  Nature.  There  is  something  far 
greater  than  Society  and  Nature,  a  Power  stronger 
than  earth  and  hell,  otherwise  all  hope  would  be 
lost. 

The  people  of  Rome  were  guilty  of  a  dreadful 
catalogue  of  vices,  and  after  enumerating  them  all, 
the  Apostle  Paul  raised  the  hope  of  transformation 
in  the  hearts  of  these  fallen  lives,  and  the  reality  of 
this  did  actually  take  place,  for  he  says,  "  Where  sin 
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abounded  grace  did  much   more   abound."     What 
caused  this  transformation  ? 

There  came  a  soul  to  the  gate  of  Heaven 

Gliding  slow  ; 
But  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

Nature,  Society  and  the  angels  are  all  silent  at 
the  sight  of  a  degraded  life,  and  they  show  no  desire 
to  forgive  and  restore.  Can  we  wonder  ?  They  all 
say  that  these  fallen  souls  have  got  their  deserts. 
But  it  is  a  great  thing  to  know  that  He  who  looked 
on  Peter  with  a  pitying  eye  does  not  deal  in  deserts, 
He  deals  in  love.  That  makes  all  the  difference, 
and  it  sent  Peter  out  to  the  silences  to  weep  and 
lament  and  long  for  restoration.  Then,  is  there 
really  something  able  to  transmute  failure  into 
success,  sin  into  grace,  sadness  into  song  ?  There 
certainly  is,  and  it  is  the  power  of  Love. 

Henry  Irving  failed  as  Cleomenes,  but  he  loved 
his  profession,  and  went  back  to  study  and  then 
he  acted  Macbeth,  Hamlet  and  other  characters 
as  they  were  never  played  before.  Livingstone 
left  the  pulpit  a  complete  failure,  but  he  transformed 
that  into  the  triumph  of  magnificent  missionary 
achievements.  W.  M.  Thackeray  lost  his  fortune 
of  £500  a  year.  That  failure  did  not  ruin  him.  He 
toiled  on  at  literature,  and  the  world  of  his  admirers 
know  the  result  in  "  Vanity  Fair,"  "  Henry  Esmond  " 
and  other  brilliant  works. 
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Defeats  are  sometimes  necessary  to  bring  out  the 
best  that  is  there.  Self-conceit  and  stupid  follies 
may  bring  failure,  as  Peter's  boasting  did,  but  he 
transformed  his  terrible  lapse  in  the  after  years  to 
a  martyr's  crown.  Mary  of  Magdala  was  a  horror 
even  to  herself,  since  she  had  been  brought  down 
through  the  criminal  passions  and  the  hateful 
selfishness  of  men.  Then  Christ's  love  reached  her, 
forgave,  restored  and  transformed  her  wretched  life 
into  one  of  faithful  service.  There  is  a  marvellous 
recuperative  power  in  love.  And  the  greatest  of 
all  loves — Love  Divine — knows  no  such  word  as 
failure  because  it  transforms  it  into  the  fact  of 
victory. 
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They  went  backward  and  not  forward. 

THE  BOOK  OF  JEREMIAH. 

Yet  I  argue  not 

Against  Heaven's  hand  or  will,  nor  bate  a  jot 
Of  heart  or  hope  ;  but  still  bear  up  and  steer 
Right  onward. 

MILTON'S  SONNETS. 


XXIV 
The  Pathway  of  Progress 

PROFESSOR  HUXLEY  in  one  of  his  works  says  :  "  The 
unseen  opponent  in  the  game  of  life,  while  scrupu 
lously  fair,  will  allow  no  back  moves,  and  makes  us 
pay  in  full  for  every  blunder."  The  people  of 
Israel  paid  a  bitter  price  for  their  oft-repeated 
policy  of  the  movements  backwards.  At  the  very 
outset  from  the  bondage  of  years  in  Egypt,  the 
Eternal  One  said  to  Moses,  "  Speak  unto  the  children 
of  Israel  that  they  go  forward."  It  was  a  splendid 
call  to  advance,  and  had  it  been  heeded  always,  the 
graves  at  Hatavah  and  the  wells  of  Marah  would 
not  have  been  filled.  There  is  an  enormous  tempta 
tion  to  any  man  who,  by  reason  of  education,  influence, 
ability  or  position,  is  a  leader  of  the  people,  to  give 
them  their  own  way,  although  he  may  know  that 
their  own  way  would  lead  to  ruin  and  destruction. 
On  one  occasion  God  gave  the  murmuring  Israelites 
their  own  way,  for  they  thought  that  they  were 
wiser  than  He,  and  they  girded  themselves  to  fight 
without  God's  assured  Presence.  And  what  was  the 
result  ?  The  answer  is :  "  The  Amorites  came  out 
against  you,  and  chased  you  as  bees  do,  and  destroyed 
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you."  Then  those  that  were  left  returned  and  wept 
before  God.  It  was  pathetic  but  ludicrous.  Tears 
often  come  too  late,  and  they  are  always  too  late 
when  they  are  tokens  of  weakness  and  not  symbols 
of  penitence.  The  people  are  swayed  by  impulse 
and  blinded  by  human  impetuousity,  but  a  wise 
leader  who  has  any  regard  for  conscience  and 
God  will  curb  and  guide  these.  A  few  years  ago  a 
vessel  was  wrecked  when  she  was  entering  an 
Australian  port.  For  a  time  the  cause  of  the 
disaster  could  not  be  found,  but  in  the  end  it  was 
discovered  that  the  pilot  had  become  almost  blind. 
There  are  too  many  blind  pilots  and  false  guides 
going  around  these  days,  who  would  lead  the  people 
back  to  paganism  and  revolution  and  anti-Christian 
civilisation. 

Men's  own  acts  bring  on  calamity  and  then  they 
weep  tears  too  late  and  blame  God  for  things  they 
themselves  have  caused.  Few  people  want  to  be  a 
Jeremiah  but  at  times  the  voice  of  such  a  man  is 
absolutely  necessary.  In  the  context  of  our  subject 
he  reports  the  words  of  the  God  of  Israel :  "  This 
thing  I  commanded  the  Israelites  saying,  Obey 
my  voice,  and  I  will  be  your  God,  and  ye  shall  be 
my  people  :  but  they  harkened  not,  nor  inclined  their 
ear,  but  walked  in  the  counsels  and  in  the  imagination 
of  their  evil  heart,  and  went  backward  and  not 
forward."  We  as  a  nation  are  in  great  danger  of 
acting  like  the  Israelites,  and  if  we  do  we  will  soon 
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be  as  they,  and,  as  Jeremiah  puts  it,  "  wander  as 
blind  men  in  the  streets."  False  guides  are  trying 
to  lead  the  people  backward.  It  was  reported 
recently  in  the  newspapers  that  children  in  certain 
Sunday  Schools  are  taught  to  laugh  at  the  Bible, 
and  jeer  when  the  names  of  Christ  and  God  are 
mentioned.  These  teachers  are  like  the  false  men 
who  sought  to  mislead  Israel.  If  they  think  that 
civilisation  worth  a  candle  can  be  reared  or  continued 
without  God,  they  never  made  such  a  mistake.  But 
these  demagogues  are  good  at  making  tin  gods  or 
gods  of  gold  and  silver,  and  saying,  "  These  be  thy 
gods,  O  Israel,  which  brought  thee  up  out  of  the 
land  of  Egypt."  The  people  delude  themselves  too 
easily,  and  too  quickly.  The  people  of  Israel  had 
been  delivered  out  of  the  dreadful  slavery  and 
cruel  bondage  in  Egypt,  crossed  the  Red  Sea  dry 
shod,  and  had  been  promised  a  new  home  in  the 
Land  of  Canaan.  God  gave  them  a  law  to  create 
order  and  civilisation  and  spirituality,  and  they 
broke  it,  and  Moses  went  up  the  Mount  to  hear 
again  the  counsels  of  God.  In  an  incredibly  short 
time  Moses  was  forgotten  and  the  Almighty  was  too 
far  away  to  be  of  any  use  to  them,  and  they  made 
a  calf  of  gold,  and  worshipped  it,  and  called  on  this 
helpless  creation  of  their  own  hands  to  lead  them 
back  again  to  the  Land  of  Egypt.  They  were  saved 
from  that  horrible  fate  just  in  time  by  the  reappear 
ance  of  Moses  bearing  in  his  hands  the  broken  law 
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of  the  Almighty  written  anew  by  the  finger  of  God, 
and  all  the  excuse  Aaron  could  make  for  their  dreadful 
relapse  was,  "  I  cast  it  into  the  fire,  and  it  came  out 
this  calf." 

There  are  always  alternative  routes  in  life  for  a 
nation  and  people  to  take.  They  can  go  backward 
or  they  may  go  forward,  or  they  can  take  the  sideward 
track. 

For  their  murmuring  and  faithlessness  the 
Israelites  had  to  take  the  sideward  track,  or  the  long 
way  round  to  the  Land  of  Promise.  In  Jeremiah's 
time  they  fell  again  grievously  and  the  text  says 
they  went  backward  and  not  forward.  The  way  of 
the  Prophets  and  Apostles  is  the  right  way,  the  way 
of  God,  to  go  forward.  Many  people  think  that  we 
as  a  nation  have  come  to  the  cross  roads,  and  the 
course  we  take  now  will  decide  our  future. 

We  may  go  backward.  That  is  a  fatal  road,  and 
fosters  atheism  and  forbids  real  progress  of  every 
kind.  For  centuries  we  have  as  a  Christian  country 
been  building  up,  and  in  the  march  and  progress  we 
have  conserved  whatever  was  best  in  art  and  life, 
and  in  Church  and  State.  America  and  other  great 
nations  have  tried  to  copy  our  ways  and  methods 
in  statesmanship  and  civilisation.  Yet  there  is  a 
section — larger  than  we  know — ready  at  any  moment, 
at  the  word  of  command,  without  reverence  for  either 
God  or  man,  that  has  a  genius  for  destructiveness, 
ready  to  drag  down  everything — King,  Institutions, 
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Church  and  Property — and  fling  all  into  the 
melting  pot  of  blind  chance,  and  let  come  out  what 
may.  That  is  a  back  move,  and  would  lead  to 
savagery,  paganism,  and  a  world  without  God. 
It  is  the  same  kind  of  spirit  as  that  which  prompted 
the  Israelites  when  they  came  to  Sinai,  where  Moses 
was  absent  and  God  forgotten,  and  then  Aaron  and 
the  people  threw  into  the  fire  the  gold  and  silver 
and  trinkets  and  articles  of  every  kind,  and  out  of 
the  flames — as  Aaron  said  to  Moses — came  "  this 
calf."  They  had  lost  God  and  His  servant  Moses, 
and  they  found  "this  calf." 

Destroy  settled  Government,  the  State  and  the 
Church,  cast  them  all  into  the  melting  pot,  and  what 
would  be  the  result  ?  Chaos  and  a  calf  to  worship. 
Cast  God  out  and  Christ  Jesus,  the  only  hope  for  the 
world,  and  what  would  be  left  ?  Atheism  and  "  this 
calf"  to  follow.  In  Jeremiah's  time  the  Israelites 
forgot  God  and  disobeyed  His  voice  and  went 
backward.  If  this  generation,  now  rising  to  manhood 
and  womanhood,  forgets  God,  and  becomes  crude 
calf  worshippers,  it  is  on  the  march  backwards  to 
dishonour  and  bitterness  and  death  and  destruction. 

If,  as  some  think,  we  are  at  the  cross-roads,  instead 
of  going  backwards  we  might  take  the  sideward  track. 

Some  do  not  like  the  back  alleys  of  life,  but  they 
have  not  the  courage  or  the  faith  or  the  faculty  for 
the  forward  march,  and  they  just  drift  into  the  easy, 
side  way.  It  is  usually  the  way  of  compromise, 
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and  it  is  a  wandered  road  in  life.  These  people 
would  like  to  get  out  of  Egypt,  to  save  their  souls, 
but  they  are  not  quite  so  sure  about  saving  their 
bodies.  This  class  would  never  dream  of  going 
backward  to  Egypt  and  calf-worship — to  mere 
materialism.  They  have  discovered  their  soul,  but 
they  are  determined  to  please  themselves  and  play 
"  Peer  Gynt  "  in  the  battle  of  life.  Peer  Gynt,  in 
Ibsen's  drama,  shrank  from  difficulties,  refused  to 
face  them  and  went  right  round  them  instead.  He 
practised  this  method,  and  became  so  efficient  that 
he  even  boasted  about  it.  Self-seeking  was  his  aim 
and  end,  but  it  did  not  lead  to  self -fulfilment.  He 
went  many  roundabout,  but  he  would  never  go 
straight  through,  and  never  committed  himself  to 
anything.  To  have  high  ideals  of  self-fulfilment 
will  not  lead  us  to  the  true  end  without  direction. 
These  have  left  the  calf  far  behind,  and  move  on  a 
road  of  self-pleasing,  and  self-enjoyment.  They 
say,  "  What  is  the  use  of  religion  ?  What  good  can 
God  do  ?  He  is  too  far  away  from  our  common 
life."  Many  moderns  are  speaking  and  thinking 
like  this.  They  uphold  the  State,  believe  in  the 
Almighty,  and  piously  at  times  of  trouble  go  to 
Church.  But  they  wont  bother  themselves  about 
anything.  What  is  the  use  ?  It  is  the  new  outlook, 
the  Peer  Gynt  attitude  to  life.  They  will  not  deny 
themselves  any  human  passion,  nor  stand  on  battle 
plains  to  fight  fo^  right,  nor  turn  their  backs  to  burn 
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the  enemy  bridges  if  it  means  self-restraint,  or  any 
kind  of  control  over  human  desires.  This  class 
is  led  by  a  guide  called  "  Drift,"  and  this  is  not  the 
way  to  the  better  life.  The  sublime  road  is  suggested 
by  the  Prophet  Jeremiah  and  the  Poet  Milton. 

We  should,  march  right  onward.  That  is  the 
road  we  need  to  take.  An  ancient  teacher  of  Athens 
exclaimed  :  "  If  only  the  moral  law  could  become 
incarnate."  That  aspiration  was  fulfilled  at 
Bethlehem.  The  glory  of  the  Christian  ideal  lies 
just  here  ;  it  is  manifested  in  a  Life.  Jesus  stands 
before  us  a  peerless  Figure  going  forward  and  upward 
to  the  Cross,  to  die  as  a  brave  Man  for  sinful  men. 

We  have  learned  nothing  from  experience  if  we 
do  not  as  a  Church  and  a  Nation  conserve  all  that  is 
best  in  our  ancient  institutions.  We  can  never  go 
back  to  the  destructiveness  of  some  sectaries  subse 
quent  to  the  Reformation.  Nor  can  we  suffer 
modern  Communism.  And  we  must  get  free  of  the 
lethargy  that  pampers  and  praises  self,  and  con 
gratulates  ourselves  as  good  fellows  because  we  just 
please  ourselves,  and  stay  at  home  from  Church, 
and  avoid  all  thought  of  religion,  and  sit  on  the  fence 
and  do  nothing  in  any  crisis.  The  real  manlike 
way  is  to  go  forward.  Milton  says  : 

Yet  I  argue  not 

Against  Heaven's  hand  or  will,  nor  bate  a  jot 
Of  heart  or  hope  ;  but  still  bear  up  and  steer 
Right  onward. 
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Forward  and  onward  should  be  the  battle  cry 
to-day — not  "  back  to  Christ,"  a  false  cry — for  Christ 
is  always  ahead  of  the  times  and  He  is  still  in  advance. 
Should  individual  and  people  and  nation  forsake  God 
and  go  backward  the  Church  must  advance  and 
inspire  courage,  and  light  with  confidence  the  way 
of  the  faltering,  and  lead,  with  the  chivalry  of  Love 
Incarnate  the  wanderer  back  to  the  Fold. 
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XXV 
The  Loom  of  the  Future 


Watchman,  what  of  the  night  ? 

ISAIAH. 

This  is  my  beloved  Son;  hear  Him. 

ST.  MATTHEW'S  GOSPEL. 

God,  Thou  art  Love  ! 
I  build  my  faith  on  that. 

ROBERT  BROWNING. 


XXV 
The  Loom  of  the  Future 

MEN  and  women  of  all  creeds  and  classes  to-day  are 
asking  themselves  and  others  questions  that  have 
never  been  thought  of  before.  This  may  be 
caused  by  more  sensitiveness  of  mind,  and  a  higher 
civilisation.  And  yet  there  have  been  ages  when 
there  was  almost  as  high  a  civilisation  as  there  is 
to-day,  such  as  there  was  in  the  Old  Jewish  Roman 
and  Grecian  worlds.  Watchmen,  in  the  old 
ramparts  of  Jerusalem,  peering  out  into  the  dim 
beyond,  were  asking,  "  What  of  the  night  ?  " 
Thinking  men,  and  the  man  on  the  street  gazed 
with  anxious  eyes  into  the  prophetic  soul  of  Isaiah 
asking,  "  What  of  the  night  ?  "  These  men,  the 
gazers  and  seers  and  questioners  of  their  time, 
looked  towards  the  East  watching  for  the  first  ray  of 
the  morning,  the  day  of  return,  of  sunlit  slopes  to 
Judaea,  and  daylight  to  Jewish  hearts. 

In  the  pagan  world,  where,  as  in  Greece  and  Rome, 
a  wonderful  state  of  civilisation  had  been  attained, 
the  seers  among  the  people  asked  questions,  and 
longed  for  a  higher  destiny — a  destiny  where 
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spiritual  things  and  the  old  simple  religious  beliefs 
of  the  Romans,  such  as  manliness  and  virtue,  were 
triumphant — but  few  listened  to  the  questioning 
because  a  night  too  dark  and  deep  had  fallen  on  the 
Empires — a  night  of  depravity  without  hope,  and 
without  the  voice  of  a  God — a  night  where  the 
answer  echoed,  "  wealth,  vice,  corruption- 
barbarism  at  last."  Hearts  of  men  and  women  in 
the  highly  cultured  pagan  world  asked  questions 
that  even  a  Homer  or  a  Plato  tried,  but  was  not 
fit,  to  answer. 

In  every  age  there  are  men  in  the  spiritual  van, 
in  advance  of  the  race,  trying,  by  much  thought  in 
the  night  watches,  to  answer  the  questions  of  the 
human  heart,  trying  to  hold  high  the  lamp  of  truth 
so  that  the  world  might  be  turned  from  the  blinding 
night  of  ignorance  and  folly.  We  have  got  beyond 
the  stage  of  believing  that  there  is  no  truth  in  any 
save  the  Christian  faith.  Christ  never  said  so.  He 
said,  "  I  am  the  true  Light,"  but  He  did  not  deny 
that  there  were  other  lights  smaller  and  dimmer 
burning  through  the  ages.  Buddha,  Confucius, 
Socrates,  and  many  more,  were  gleams  amid  the 
darkness,  and  were  twinkling  stars  in  the  gloom,  but 
they  never  claimed  to  be  the  Sun — the  Sun  of 
Righteousness  yet  to  arise  and  chase  all  night  away. 

The  hearts  that  ask  to-day  "  What  of  the 
night  ?  "  and  questions  of  the  soul  and  the  ultimate 
destiny,  have  far  wider  premises,  and  broader  means 
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of  evolving  answers.  There  is  a  book  by  Anthony 
Hope,  "  Tristram  of  Blent,"  in  which  is  portrayed 
a  beautiful  but  childish  and  silly  woman  who  in  an 
hour  when  the  status  of  her  unborn  child  was  left  no 
longer  in  doubt,  exclaimed  :  "  Think  of  the  differ 
ence  it  makes,  the  enormous  difference."  Now  there 
can  be  no  doubt  at  all,  that  in  whatever  light  even 
agnostics  or  atheists  or  non-Christians  of  any  type 
look  at  the  question,  the  coming  of  Jesus  Christ 
"  makes  an  enormous  difference."  There  can  be  no 
question  that  something  happened  in  Judaea,  in 
Bethlehem,  that  put  an  entirely  different  complexion 
on  life  ;  it  changed  its  outlook,  gave  an  impetus  to 
intellectual  thought,  an  impulse  to  spiritual  things, 
that  were  unknown  before  in  the  annals  of  history. 
Those  who  repudiate  Christianity  say  the  whole 
origin  of  it  is  mythical,  but  they  surely  go  too  far, 
for  it  has  never  been  known,  in  literature  or  life, 
that  a  lie,  or  myth,  or  a  legend,  has  ever  changed 
the  world.  Therefore  I  say  that  men  and  women 
who  ask  their  own  hearts  questions,  do  so  to-day 
with  wider  premises ;  that,  as  a  matter  of  fact  to  the 
Christian  makes  it  far  more  difficult  to  answer.  Just 
because  Christ  has  come,  and  because  His  coming 
ought  to  have  made  an  enormous  difference,  it  is  all 
the  more  difficult  to  get  an  answer  to  the  modern 
questions  that  arise. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Jordan,  the  Baptist  was 
asking  questions,  but  they  were  solved  by  a    voice 
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from  Heaven,  and  words  of  love  and  light.  "  This 
is  my  beloved  Son,  in  whom  I  delight."  That  would 
appear  a  solution  of  the  question  of  the  man  of 
Seir  to  Isaiah,  on  the  watchtower  at  Jerusalem, 
"  What  of  the  night  ?  "  Isaiah  answered  him  by 
saying,  "The  morning  cometh,  and  also  the  night." 
It  was  a  kind  of  sarcastic,  mocking  question  by  the 
man  of  Seir,  but  the  seer  into  life's  darkness  answered 
right,  as  every  seer  into  the  great  heart  of  Jehovah 
always  does. 

When  one  reads  the  daily  and  weekly  papers, 
and  follows  the  trend  of  thought,  one  realises  that 
great  confusion  and  chaos  have  overtaken  the  minds 
of  many  men — men  of  the  Press,  men  of  the  bench, 
and  men  even  of  the  Church — who  are  endeavouring 
to  guide  or  enlighten  the  minds  and  thoughts  of 
their  fellows.  They  try  in  vain  because  they  have 
not  the  soul  of  the  seer,  and  are  not  always  listening 
to  the  Voice  that  speaks  from  Heaven. 

The  Baptist  at  Jordan  was  assured  by  the  Voice. 
On  the  Mount  of  Transfiguration,  three — Peter 
and  James  and  John — who  knew  Christ  in  the  flesh, 
and  two — Moses  and  Elijah — who  knew  Him  only 
in  the  Spirit,  were  confirmed  in  their  faith  and 
assured  by  the  Voice  of  God,  who  said,  "  This  is 
My  beloved  Son." 

Long  ago  the  man  of  Seir  in  mocking  tones  asked 
Isaiah,  when  night  had  settled  down  on  God's 
people,  "  What  of  the  night  ?  "  and  the  prophet, 
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with  the  faith  of  God  in  his  heart,  had  an  answer. 
Long  years  after,  on  the  Mount  with  Jesus 
transfigured,  his  prophecy  was  fulfilled  by  the  Voice 
Eternal  saying  to  the  doubting,  questioning,  fearing 
three—"  This  is  My  beloved  Son;  hear  Him." 

The  greatest  cause  of  confusion  of  thought  and 
speech  and  action  to-day  is  just  this — men  do  not 
hear  or  will  not  heed  the  Voice  of  God.  The  times 
we  live  in  are  perplexing,  the  situation  of  the 
world  is  disordered,  the  outlook  for  our  own  Empire 
is  very  uncertain,  and  many  are  asking  what  of  the 
future,  and  even  Christian  people  are  carried  off 
their  feet  by  the  shoutings  and  vapourings  of  hatred 
and  class  war  and  revolution  and  by  the  advice  of 
many  who  are  blind  and  selfish  leaders. 

That  is  the  position  of  affairs,  and  however 
uncertain  the  future  may  be,  there  is  a  deep  conviction 
in  the  heart  of  humanity,  a  reasoned  faith  in  the 
soul  of  the  Church,  a  confidence  in  the  mind  of  our 
race,  that  the  morning  cometh  ;  that  the  last  few 
years  of  war  and  tragedy  and  death  and  aftermath 
have  not  been  the  last  word.  A  glory  inconceivable, 
a  light  that  never  shone  on  land  or  sea  appeared  on 
that  mount  around  and  in  the  Christ.  That  light 
will  surely  spread,  and  when  the  full  day  of  His 
love  comes  all  will  be  illumined. 

That  dawning  of  the  morning  will  dissolve  the 
dark  problems  of  the  present,  if  we  but  hear  and  heed 
the  voice  of  the  Spirit  of  God.  What  is  keeping 
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back  the  Irish  settlement,  destroying  the  prosperity 
of  Russia,  and  arresting  the  coming  of  world  peace  and 
ruining  the  prospect  of  industrial  revival  ?  Hatred 
suspicion  and  the  will  to  revenge.  That  is  a 
froward  world's  way  of  acting  and  it  thinks  that 
it  is  right.  It  is  the  sole  reason,  even  though  Christ 
has  come,  that  shadows  are  still  around  us  and  the 
Night  is  yet.  And  the  world  will  remain  in  the 
darkness,  and  the  people  grope  in  the  mist  until 
they  hear  the  voice  of  God,  whispering  down  the 
ages,  "  This  is  My  beloved  Son  ;  hear  Him,  for  He  is 
my  Voice,  and  I  am  Love." 

There  is  one  thing  professing  Christian  people 
must  not  forget.  It  is  as  necessary  to-day,  as  it  was 
in  the  first  century  :  that  they  must  show  what 
side  they  are  on  in  this  great  conflict  between  light 
and  darkness,  good  and  evil,  Christianity  and 
irreligion.  There  is  hardly  such  a  phase  as  neutrality, 
however  men  may  try  to  affect  it.  A  man's 
influence  is  either  for  right  or  wrong,  whatever 
profession  he  may  make.  It  is  not  enough  to  be  on 
the  roll  of  Church  membership,  if  he  never  prays, 
never  acts  the  Christian,  and  never  does  a  kindly 
deed.  That  is  playing  the  neutral  in  everything 
but  profession.  It  would  appear  that  some  men 
think  that  the  neutral  attitude  will  keep  them  right 
with  both  worlds.  That  is  false  reasoning  and  it  is 
the  acme  of  cowardice.  If  Christianity  is  right  we 
should  follow  its  teaching  ;  if  it  is  false  we  should 
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take  sides  against  it.  I  do  not  mean  that  we  should 
wear  our  Christian  profession  on  our  sleeve,  but  there 
are  ways  and  means  by  which  every  man  can  let  his 
quiet  influence  tell  for  what  is  true  and  brave  and 
godlike.  If  Christianity  is  right,  God  spoke  through 
and  in  Christ  to  men,  and  if  we  will  but  heed  that 
voice  the  darkness  of  earth  will  be  dissolved  by  the 
light  and  love  of  God. 

The  motive  of  the  Christian  can  be  summed  up 
in  Browning's  "  Paracelsus  "  : 

God,  Thou  art  Love  ! 
I  build  my  faith  on  that. 

History  records  that  one  stupendous  act  of  love 
was  made  to  save  the  world,  and  bring  light  to  the 
lives  of  men,  and  yet  there  is  still  so  much  that  is 
dark  and  dreadful.  And  why  should  this  be  so  ? 
Is  it  the  fault  of  the  prophets  and  apostles  and 
preachers  ?  Is  it  because  there  is  no  virtue  in  that 
act,  and  no  confidence  in  the  Man  of  Nazareth  ? 
Ah,  no  !  It  is  because  the  hearts  of  a  great  multitude 
are  set  on  hatred  and  lust  and  false  values.  That 
sublime  act  of  the  Son  of  God  can  tell  only  on  those 
who  accept  it.  All  others  are  deaf  to  the  call  of  a 
Love  that  could  redeem  and  a  voice  that  would 
dispel  all  darkness.  This  world  is  in  darkness  and 
conflict,  and  travail  and  woe,  in  so  far  as  it  has 
spurned  the  Light  that  never  fails  and  the  Voice 
of  the  Son  of  God.  But  in  spite  of  all  that,  the 
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Morning  cometh,  for  that  "  tremendous  Lover  " 
and  that  stupendous  act  of  Love  must  yet  dispel  all 
darkness  and  draw  the  world  to  victory  and  peace. 

Shall  crime  bring  crime  for  ever 

Strength  aiding  still  the  strong  ; 
Is  it  Thy  will,  O  Father, 

That  man  should  toil  for  wrong  ? 
No  !    say  Thy  mountains,  No  !    Thy  skies, 
Man's  clouded  sun  shall  brightly  rise, 
And  songs  ascend  instead  of  sighs. 
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